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To my eſteemed friend 
Mr. Ning uiah MassEr. 


Sir, : 
Look upon Ingratitude as a 


crime beyond addition, which 
made Seneca once ſay, Si ingra- 
tum dixerts, omnia dixiſti: to a- 
void which (having no other 
means left to expreſſe my grati- 
tude for thoſe many favours 
A3 which 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


which I have received from 


you ) I have here made bold 


o preſent you wich this ſmall 


york; which if you accept, you 
vill ever engage 
Your abſolute friend, 


Jonun QuarLEs, 


The Argument, 


Ucius Tarquinius ( for his exceſſive pride ſurns 
1 med Super bus) after he had canſed bir own fa 
ther in law,Servius Tullius to be ce i murder dan 
contrary to the Roman lawes and cuſti mes, not regni 
ring or ſtaying for the peoples ſuſſ-age: . had poſſeſſe, 
himſclfe of the kingdome : went accompanied with hi. 
ſonnes and ot er ncble men of Rome te beſirge Ardea 
during which, the principall men of the Army meets 
one evening at the Tent of Sextus Tarquinius, . 
Kings ſon, in their diſcourſes a'ter ſutper, every on 
commended the vertnes of his own wife : among whom 
Collatinus extolled the incomparable chaſtity of bi. 
wiſe Lucretia. In that pleaſant bhumcr they all peſte, 
to Rome, and intending by their fecret and ſnddey 
arrivall, to make tryall of that which every one ha. 
beſere avonched, on Collatinus fixds his wiſe( tbongl 
it were late in the night) ſpinning among it her — 
the ot her Ladies were ail found danc ng and reveling, 
or uin ſeverall dit: Wherenpon the N «ble men eel 
ded Collatinus the victory, and bis wife the fame. eAli 
that time Sextus Tarquinius being exflaned with 
Lucreces beamty ; yet [muthering his paſſicn for the 
preſent, departed with the reſk backs to the Camp, 


from 


| The Argument. 
fre whence be ſhortly after privily withdrew him- 
ſelfe, and was ( according to bis ftate) rojaly enter- 
tained and lodged by Lucrece at Collatium. T he ſame 
wight , bee trecherenſly ftealeth into ler Chamber, 
violently raviſot ber, and early is the morning ſpecd- 
th away. Lucrece is this lamentable plight, haſtily 
doiÞatcheth meſſengers; one to Rome ee father, 
another to the Camp for Collatine. T bey came, ibo ene 
«. ied with Junius Brutus, the other with Publi- 
ps Valerius: aud finding Lucrece attyred in mourn- 
babe, CR 1 — She firſt 
baking an oath of them for ber revenge, revealed the 
aller, and whole manner of his dealing, and withall 
ſaddenly fabbed ber ſelf. Which dine, with conſent, 
they all vewed to root ont the whole hated ſamily of the 
Tarquins : and bearing the dead bedy to Rome, Brutus 
acquainted the people with the deer and manner of the 
vile deed, with a bitter inveRtive againſt the tyranny 
of the King, wherewith the people were ſo moved with 
we conſent, and a general acclawation, that the Tar- 
ins were all exiled, & the ftate government changed 

Kings to Cenſuli. 
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RAPE OF LUCRECE. 


THE 


t. The praifng of Lucrece as chaſt, vertw- 
onus , and beautifull , maketh 
Tarquin enamonr'd. 


F 


Haply that name of cheſt, unhappy ſet 
This bateleſſe edge on his keene apperite: 
When Colatize unwiſely did not let 
To praiſe the cleere unmatched red and white, 
Which triompat in that &i of his delight, 

Where mortal ftar as bright as heavens beanties, 
Wich pure «ef: did A duties. 


Rom the beſieg'd Ardta all in poſt, - - 
Born by the truſtleſſe wings of falſe defore, 
Luſt breathed Tarquis leaves the Reman boft, 
And to Colatium beares the lightleſſe fire, 
Which in pale ember: bid, lurkes to aſpire 
And girdle with imbracing flames the Weſt, 
Of Colatines faire love, Lacrece the chaſt. 


For 
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For he the night before in Targais tent, 
Ualockt the treaſure of his happy ftate : 
What priceleſſe wealth the heavens had him lent 
In the poſſeſſion of his beawtrow mate, 
Reckoning his fortune at ſo high a rate 
That Ning: might be eſpouſed to more fame: 
But Xing nor Prince to ſuch a peereleſſe dame. 


O happineſſe enjoyed but of a few, 
And if poſſeſt, as ioone decayde and done: 
As if the morning ſilver melting dew, 
Againſt the g/ den ſplendor of the Sunne, 
A dare expir'd : and canceſ d ere begun. 
\ Honor and beanty in the owners armes, 
Are weakly fortreſt from a world of harmes. 


Beaxty it ſelf, doth of it ſelf perſwade 

The eyes of men without an Orater, 

What needeth then Apologies be made 

To ſet forth that which is ſo fngwlar ? 

Or why is Colatine the publiſher 
Of that rich ewe l he ſhould keep unknown, 
From theeviſh eure: becauſe it is his own ? 


Perchance his boait of Lucrece Son'raignty, 

Suggeſted this proud iſſac of a King : 

For by our cares our hearts oft tainted be, 

Ferchance that envy of ſo rich a thing 

Braving compare, diſdainſully did ſting (vant 
His high pitcht :howghts,char meaner men ſhould 

The golden hep which their ſaperiors want. 
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T he Rape of Lucrece. 
But ſome untimely chowght did inftigate, 
His all too timeleſle ſpeed, if none of thoſe, 
His honor, his faires, his friends, his ſtate, 
NegleRed all; with ſwift intent he goes, 
To quench the coale which in bis liver growes. 
O raſh falſe beat, wrapt in repentant cold, 
Thy hafty ring till blafts and nere grows old. 
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2. Tarquin welcom'd by Lucrece. 


V Hen at Golatia this falſe Lord arriv'd, 
Well was he welcom'd by the Rowane 
Within whoſe face beazty & vertar ſtriv d. (dame, 
Which of them both ſhould underprop her fame, 
When vertze brag'd, beauty would bluſh for 
When beauty b ralted bluſhes,in deſpight (ſhaw, 
Vertue would ſtain that o're with ſii ver white, 


But beauty in that white intituled, 
From Fenus doves doth challenge that faire field, 
Then vertae claimes from beanty beauties red, 
Which vertue gave the galdes age to gild 
Their f/ver cheekes, and cald it then their ſoield, 
Teaching them thus to uſe it in the fight, (white. 
When ſhame aſſail d, the red ſhould fence 5 — 
B 2 
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4 The Rape of Lucrece, 

This Herawldry in Lucrece face was ſeen, 

Argued by beawties red and vertnes white, 

Of eithers colour was the other © weene ; 

Proving from wor/ds minority their right, 

Yet their ambitios make« them ſtill ro fight: 
The Sov'raignty of either being ſo great, 


That oft they interchange each others ſear. 


This ſilent warre of Lilies and of Roſes, 
Which Tarquin view'd in hi r faire faces fiela, 
In their pure ranks his traytor eye encloſes, 
Where leſt between them both it ſhould be kiid, 
The coward cap ive vahquiſhed doth yeild 
To thoſe two armes tha would let him goe, 
Rather than triumph in ſo falſe a foe. 


Now thinks be that her h4b»d ſhallow tongue, 

The gig ard prodi gal that prais'd her fo, 

In that bigh task hath done her beauty wrong, 

Which farre exceeds his barren 5ki4 ro ſhow. 

Thereſore that praiſe which Colarine doth owe, 
Inchanted 7 arqui» anſwers with ſurmiſe, 
In ſilent wonder of ſtill gazing eyes. 


% 


This earthly Jaiat adored by this Divell, 

Little ſuſpecteth the falſe —_—_—_ ö 

* For thoughts unſtain'd do ſeldome dream on 

** Birds never lim d. no ſecret b»/hes feare : (evil, 

So guiltleſſe ſhe ſecurely gives good chear, 
And reverend welcome to her princely guef, 
Whoſe inward ill no ant ward harme expreſt. 

or 
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For that he coloured with his high effate, 
Hiding baſe ſiane in pleats of Majeſty : 
That nothing in him ſeem'd inordinate, 
Save ſomething too much wonder of his ge, 
Which having 4d, al could not atisfie , 
But poorely rich ſo wanteth in bis fore, 
That cloyd with mach, he pineth ſtill for wore. 


Bat ſhe that never cope with ſtranger eyes, 
Could pick no meaning from their parling lookes, 
Nor read the ſubtile oining ſecrecies 
Writ in the glaſſie margents of ſuch bookes, 
She toucht no unknown bit, not fear'd no books, 
Nor could ſhe moralize his wanton ſight, 
More than his eyes were opend to the light. 


He ſtories to her eares ber hbandi fame, 
Wonne in the fields of fruitfull 47445: 
And decks with praiſes Celatines high name, 
Made glorious by his manly chivalry, 
With bruiſed armes and wreaths of vittory ; 
Her joy with heav'd-up hand ſhe doth expreſs, 
And worldleſſe fo greets beaven for his ſucceſs. 


Far from the purpoſe of his comming thither, 
He makes excuſes for his being there; 
No cloudy h of ſtormy bluſtring weather 
Doth yet in his faire we/kin once appear, 
Till ſable »5ght ſad ſource of dread and feare, 

Upon the world dim darkneſſe doth diſplay, 
And in her vaulty pri/ox ſhuts the day. 

B 3 For 


: 6 The Rape of Lucrece. 
For then is Tarquis brought unto his bed, 
Intending Weerineſſe with beavy price : 
For after ſupper long he queſtioned 
With modeſt Lacrece, and wore out the Sight: 
Now leaden lumber w. ch lives ſtrength doth fight, 
And every one to reft themſelves betake, 
Save theeves,& cares, & troubled minds that wake. 


As one of which doth Tarqais lie revolving, 

The ſundry dangers of his wils obtaining : 

Yet ever to obtaine his wil re olving, (ning 
Though weak built bepes perſwade him to abſtai- 
Deſpaire to gaine doth traffique oft for gaining. 
And when great treaſure is the meed propoſed, 
Though death be adjundt, therꝰs no death ſuppoſed 


Tho'e that much cover are with gaine ſo fond, 

That oft they have not that which they poſſe ſſæ, 

They ſcatter and unlooſe it from the 6- d, 

Ad fo by hoping more they have but / ſe, 

Or gaining more the profit of exceſſe, | 
Is but to ſurfet, and ſuch grieſes ſuſtaine. | 
That they prove bankrout in this poor rich gaine. 7 


The ayme of a/l is but to nurſe the liſe 

With hoxoxr, wealth and eaje, in wayning age: 

And in this ayme there is ſuch thwarting ſtrife, 

That one for af, or al for one we gage: 

As life for honor, in fell battailes rage, 

Homor for wealth, and oft that weh doſt coſt + 

The death of «//, and all together Joſt. a 
; 0 
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So that in ventring ill, we leave to be 

The things we are, for that which we expect: 

And this ambitious foule in fir mity, 

In having uch, torments us with defect 

Of that we have: ſo then we doe neglect 
The thing we have, and all for want of wit, 
Make ſemetling nothing, by augmenting it. 


Such hazard now muſt — Fiogads make, 
Pawning his kowoy to obtaine his lat: 
And for himſelfe, him elfe he muſt forſake: 
Then where is trat, if there be not ſelf- tri 
When (hall he think to find a faxzer juſt, 
When he himſelf himſelf confour ds, betraies 
To flanderous tongue wretchedhatefull dayes ? 


Now ſtole upon the tie the dead of night, 
When heavy ſleep had clos d up mortal eye, 
No comfortable farre did lend his light, 
No noiſe but Owles & Wolves death · boding cries: 
Now ſerves the ſeaſes that they may ſurprize 
The ſilly Lans, pure thoughts are dead & fil, 
While Laſt and Marder wakes to faine & till. 


Taq is 
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Nd now this luſtfull Lord leapt from bis bed, 
Throwing his mantle rudely ore his arme, 
Is madly toſt betweene defire and dread; 
Th'one ſweetly flatters, th other feareth harme, 
Eut honeſt feere, bewitcht with /»ſts foule charm, 
Doth too too oft betake him to retire, 
Beaten away by brain ſick rude deſire. 


His Faxchion on a flint he ſoftly ſmiteth, 
That from the cold tone ſparkes of fire doth flie, 
Wbereat a Waxes torch forthwith he lighteth, 
Which muſt be /oade. far to bis luſtfull eye, 
And to the flame thus ſpeaks adviſedly ; 
As from this cold flizt I enforce this fire, 
So Lecrece muſt I force to my deſore. 


Here pale with ſeare he doth premeditate, 
The dangers of his loathiome enterpriſe : 
And in tus inward mwinde he doth debate, 
| What followirg ſerrem may on this ariſe : 
Then looking ſcornfully, he doth deſpiſe 
His naked armosr of ſtill flaughtered luſt, 
And juſtly thus controul's his thong un juſt. 
Faire 
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Faire torch burne out thy light, and lend it not, 
To darken her whoſe light excelleth thine : 
And die unhallowed (beg bt before you blot 
With your «xc/caxnecſſe that which is divine : 


Offer pure icenſe to ſo pure a brine : 


Let faire bamanity abhor the deed, (weed. 
That pot and ffaines loves modeft ſnow-white 


O ſhame to K=ighthood, and to ſhining armes, 
O foule diſbonoxr to my houſholds grave: 
O impious AF including all foule harwes, 
A martiall was to be ſoft faxcie: ſlave, 
True valeur ſtill a true — ſhould have: 
Then my digreſſion is ſo vile, ſo baſe, 
That it will live engraven in my face. 


Yes though I die the ſcandal! will ſurvive, 
And be an eie-ſore in my golden coate ; 
Some loathſome daſs the Herald will contrive, 
Tocipher me how fondly I did dote: 
That my poſterity ſham'd with the note 
Shall curſe my boxes, and hold it for no finne 
To wiſh that I their father had not been. 


What win I if I gaine the thing I ſeeke ? 

A dream, a breath, a froth of fleeting joy, 
Who buies a winwres mirth to waile a weeke ? 
Or ſels eternity to get a roy ? 


3 


For one ſweet grape who will the vine deſtroy? 


Or wl at fond beg gar but to touch the crowne, 


Would with the /ceprer ſtraight be ſtrucken Cown. 


If 


10 The Rape of Lucrece. 
If Colatings dream of my intent, 


+ Will he not wake; and in a deſperate rage 


Poſt hither, this vile purpeſe to prevent ? 

This ſiege that hath ingirt his marriage, 

This blur to yoath, this ſorrow to the ſage, 
This dying virtue, this ſurviving ſhame, 
Whoſe crime will beare an ever. during blame. 


O what excuſe can my invention make 

When thou ſhalc charge me with ſo black a deed : 

Will not my tongue be mute, my frail jojnrs ſhake? 

Mine eie: forgoe their light, my falſe heart bleed 

The guilt being great, the fear doth ſtill exceed, 
And extreme feare can neither fight nor flie, 
But coward: like with trembling terror die. 


Had Colatinur kild my Sonne or Sire, 
Or laine in ambuſh co betray my life , 
Or were he not my deare friend, this de ſire 
Might have excuſe to work upon his wie; 
As in revenge or quitall of ſuch ſtrife : 
But as he is my kinſman, my deare friend, 
The ſhame and fault finds no excuſe nor end. 


Shamefull it is,if once the ſact be knowne, 
Hatefull it is: there is no hate in loving, 
Ne beg ber love : but ſhe is not her ow-e : 
The worſt is but deniall, and reproving. 
My ill is ſtrong, paſt reaſons weake removing, 
Who fears a ſentence or an old mans (aw, 
Shall by a peimred cloth be kept in awe. 


Thus 
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Thus (graceleſſe) holds he diſputation, 
Tween frozen con/cience and hot barning will, 
And with good thewghts makes diſpenſation, 
Urging the worſer ſenſe for vantage flill 
Which in a moment doth coxfoxnd and kill 
All pure effefts, and doth ſo farre proceed, 
That what is vile ſhewes like a vertan, deed. 


Quoth he, ſhe tooke me kindly by the hex, 
And ga d for tydings in my eager ies, 
Fearing ſome bad See from the warlike bard 
Where her beloved ti lies, 
O how her ſear did make br colear riſe ? 
Firſt red as Roſes that on Lewne we lay, 
Ihen white as Lewne the Koſes tooke au ay. 


And now her band in my hand being lockt, 
Forit it to tremb!e with her loyall feare , 
Which ſtrooke her ſad, and then it fafter rockt, 
Uantill her Vu welfare ſhe did heare, 
Whereat ſhe ſmiled with ſo ſweet a cheare 
That had Nac iſſus ſeen her as ſhe ſtood, 
Selfe. love had never drown'd him in the fled. 


Why hunt then for cc/owr or excuſes ? 
All Oraters are dumbe when beauty pleacs, 
Poor rech- have remorſe in poor abuſes. 


Love thrives not in the Heart that ſhadowes dreads 


ffectieas is my Captaine and he leades : 
And when this gaudy banner is dilplaice, 
Ihe coward fights, and will not be dilma:de, 


I hen 


ff 
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4. He puts bu reſolwtian in practice. 


Hen childiſh feare avant, debating die, 
Reſpect and Reaſen waite on wrinkled age : 
My bear: ſhall never countermand mine eye, 
Sad Pauſe and deepe Regard beſeemns the Mage, 
My part is youth, and beats theſe from the tage ; 
Defire my pilot is, Beauty my proſe, (lies ? 
Then who feares ſinking where ſuch treaſure 


As cerne ore-grown by weeds, ſo heedfull feare, 
Is almoſt choake by unreſiſted Iuſt, | 
Away he ſteales with open liſtning eare, 
Full of foul hope and full of fond miſtruſt : 
Both which as ſervitors to the unjuſt. 
So croſſe him with their oppoſite perſwaſion, 
That now he vowes a league, and now invaſion. 


Within his thought her heavenly image ſits, 
And in the ſelf ſame ſeat ſits Colatine, 
That eye which lookes on her, confounds his wits, 
That eye which him beholds, as more divine 
Unto a view ſo falſe will not incline : 

But with a pure appeale ſeeks to the heart, 


Which once corrupted, rakes the worſer . 
n 
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And therein heartens up his ſervile e ,j,] = * 
Who flattered by their /ead:rs jocond ſhow, 
Stuffe up his lat, as minutes fill up howres : 
And as their C-praine, ſo their pride doth grow, 
Paying more (laviſh tribute than they owe, | 
By reprobate deſire thus madly led, : 
The Romane Lord doth march to Lacrece bed. 


The locks betweene her chamber and his vil, 
Each one by him enforſt, recites his ward, 
But as they open, they all rate bis 10, | 
Which drives the creeping tiefe to ſome regard. | 
The threſvold grates the deore to have him heard: 
Night-wandringyeezel: ſhreek to ſee him there, 
They fright him, yet he ſtill purſues his fear. | 
| 
As each unwilling portal yeilds him way, | 
1hrovuph little vents and crexxies of the place, 
The winde wars with his torch to make him ſlay, 
And blowes the ſmoake of it into his face, 
Extinguiſhing his conduct in this caſe : 
But his hot heart, which fond deſre doth ſcorch, 
Puffes forth another winde that fires the torch. 


And being lighted by the Jig be he ſpies, 
Lucrecia's glove, wherein her needle ſticks, 
He takes it — the ruſbe where it lies, | 
And griping it, the gerade his finger pricks : 
As who ſhould ſay, this g/ove to wanton tricks, 

Is not inur d, returne againe in haft, 

Thou ſeeſt our Miſtreſſe ornaments are chaſt. ; 

Bur 


— 
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ſe poor ferbiddings could not ſtay him, 
in the worſt ſex/e conftrues their denie?, 
The dooes, the wind, the glove that did delay him, 
He takes for accidentall things of tryal, 
Or as thoſe barres which ſtop the bourly dial, 
Who with a lingring fy his courſe doth let, 
Till every minute payes the boxy his debt. 


So, ſo, quoth he, theſe /ets attend the time, 

Like little froffs that ſometime threat the bing. 

To adde a more rejoycing to the prime, 

And give the ſneeped birds more cauſe to (ing, 

Paine pies the ice of each pretions thing. (ſands, 
Huge rec, high winds, ſtrong pirats ſhelves and 
The merchant feares, ere rich at home be lands. 


Now is he come unto the chamber deore, 
That ſhuts him from the heaven of his thong bt, 
W1:ich with a yeilding /a:ch and with no more, 
Hath bard him from the bleſſed thing he ſought. 
So from himſelf :iwpiety hatch wrought 

That for his prey to pray he doth begin, 

As if the beavens ſhould countenance his pune. 


But in the midſt of his unfruicfull prayer, 

Having ſollicited th eternal power, (faire 
That his foule rhowghrs _ compaſſe his faire 
And they would ſtand auſpitious to the bor, 


Even there he ſtarts, quoth he, I muſt deflowre: 
Th. powers co whom I pray, abhor this fact, 
How can they then aſliſt me in the at ꝰ 


Then 


g———_— 
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Then love and fortune be my Gods, and guide, 
My wi is backt with reſo/wtion : 
Thoughts are but d camei till their effefts be 
Black ſinne is cleared with abſolution, | 
Againſt J. ves fire, feares froſt bath diſſolution 
[he eye of beaves is out, and miſty night, 
Covers the ſhame that followes ſweet delight. 


This ſaid, his guilty hand pluckt up the latch, 
And with his knee the doore he opens wide, 
The Dove ſleeps faſt that this xighr-ow/ will catch, 
Thus reaſon works ere traitors be eſpied : 
W ho ſees the lurking ſerpent ſteps aſide ; 
Rut ſhe ſound ſleeping, fearing no ſuch thing, 
Lies at the mercy of his mortall ſting. 


Into the chamber wickedly he ftalkes, 

And pazeth on her yet unſtained bed: 

The cartzines being cloſe, about he walkes, 

Rouling his greedy che bals in his head, 

By their high treaſon is his heart misfed. (ſoone, 
Which gives the watch word to his bnd too 
To draw the c/oude that hides the ſilver Mouse. 


Looke as the faire ad fiery pointed Sunne, 

Ruſhing from forth a c/oxd, bereaves our ſigbe: 

Even ſo the cartaine drawn his eyes begun 

To winke, being blinded, with a greater /ighe. 

Whether it is that ſhe reflects ſo bright 

That dazleth them or elſe ſome fame ſuppos d. 
But blind they are, & keep themſelves inclos d. 
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O had they in that darkſome pri/ex died, 

Then had they ſeen the period of theit ii 

Then Colative again by Luc ece ſide, 

a bis cleere bed might have repoſed till : 

t they muſt ope this bleſſed league to kill: 
And holy-choughted Lacrece to their ſight, 
Maſt ſell her joy, her /ife, her world: delight. 


Her lilly hand her rofie cheeks lies under, 
Couening the pillow of a lawfull kiſle ; 
Who therefore angry ſeemes to part in ſunder; 
Swelling on either ſide co want his bliſs, 
Berween whoſe hils her head intombed is. 
Where like a vertuous monument ſhe lies, 
To be admir'd of lewd unhallowed eyes. 


Without the bed her other faire hand was, 
On the greene cover/er, whoſe perfect white 
Show'd like an April dazie on the graſſe, 
Wich pearly ſweat, reſembling dew ot night. 
Her eyes like Marigo/ds had ſheath'd their light, 
And canop.ed in darkneſle ſweetly lay, 
Till they might open to adorne the day. 


Her bai» like nden threads plaid with her breath, 
O modeſt warton's, wanton modeſty ! 
Showring life truimph in the was of death, 
Aud death; dim looke in lives mortality. 
Each in her ſleepe themſelves ſo beautifie, 

As if betweene them twaine there were no ſtrife, 


But that life liv'd on earth, and death in /ife. 


Her 
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Her bref; like ivory globes circled with blew ; 

A paire of waides worlat unconquered : 

Save of their Lerd no bearing yoke they knew, 

And him by oath they truly honoured, 

Theſe worlds in T arquin new ambition bred. 
Who like a foule V/arper wert about, 
From this faire thorne to have the owner out. 


* 
S—— * 


What could he fee but mightily he noted ? 
What did he note, but ſtrongly he deſired ? 
What he beheld, on that he firmly deted, 
And in his wil his wilfull eye he tyred. 
With more than admiration he admired 
Her azure veixes, her a/ablaſter Skinne, 
Her corall lips, her ſnow white dimpled chin. 


As the grim Lyon fawncth ore his prey. 

Sharpe hunger by the cengueſt ſatisfied: 

So ore this ſleeping ſaule doth T arquin ſtay, 

His rage of luſt by gazing qual fied. 

Slackt, not ſuppren, for ſtanding by her ſide, 
His eye winch late this tiny reftraines, 
Unto a greater »proare tempts his veines. 


And they like ſtrapling laves for pillage fighting, 
Obdurate vaſſal: fell exploits effecting: 
In bloudy death and raviſ ment delighting, 
Nor c/i/drens tearet, nor mothers rene teſpecting, 
Swell in their pride, the onſet Hill expecting. 

Anon his beating ſeart alarm ſtriking, 
Gives the hot charre & bid them do their ſiking. 

C His 
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His dramming heart cheares up bis barning eye, 

His eye commends the leading to his hand: 

His bnd as proud of ſuch a digniry, 

Smoaking with pride, marcht on to make his faxd 

On her bare breaſts, the bear: of all her land, 
Whoſe ranks of blew veins as his band did ſcale, 
Left their round turret / deſtitute and pale. 


They muſtering to the quiet Cabinet, 

Where their deare wed and Led) lies, 

Doe tell her ſhe is Treadfolly beſet, 

And fright her with confuſion of their cre: : 

She much amaz'd breakes ope her lockt up ee: : 
Who peeping forth this t to behold, 
Are by his flaming torch dim'd and controld. 
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Lucretia Wakgs amated and confounded tobe ſo 
ſarprized. 


Magine her as one in dead of xight, 

From forth dull ſizepe by dreadfull faxcy waking, 
That chinks ſhe bath beheld ſome gaſtly rice, 
Whoſe grim aſpᷣell ſets every joynt a ſhaking, 
What terrour t'is : but ſhe in worſer taking, 

From ſleepe diſturbed, heedfully doth view 
The fgbe which makes ſuppoſed rerror _ 
R rape 


Wrapt and confounded in a thouſand frarez, 

Like to a new. kild bird ſhe trembling lies: 

She dares not looke, yet winking there appeares 
Quick ſhifting Anti ugly in her ches, 

Such bade mes are the weake braines ſergeries, 

Who angry that the eye: flie from their lights. 

In darkneſs daunts them with more dreadful! fight. 


„ & 
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His hand that yet remaines upon her breſt, 
(Rude Ram tb batter ſuch an /very wall :) 
May feele her heart (poor Citizen) diſtreſt, 
Wounding it ſelf ro death, riſe up and fall: 
Beating her Bulk that his band ſhakes wit hall. 
This moves in him more rage, and leſſer pity, 
To make the breach, and enter this ſweet City, 


Firſt like a trumpet doth his tengae beyin 

To ſound a rere to his heartle ſle fee, 

Who ore the white Beer peeres her whiter chis, 

he reaſon of this raſh alarm to know, 

Which he by dumb demeanor ſceks to ſhow : 
Fu Me with vehement prayers urgeth ſtill, 
Uacer What celeur he commits the il. 


Thus he replyes, the colcar in this face, 
That even tor anger makes the Lily pale, 
And the red Reſe bluſhat her ou diigrace, 
Shalſ plead for me, and tell my loving tale, 
Under that colour am 1 come to ſcale 
Thy never conqu-red Fort, the fault is thine, 
For tlioſe thine qe betray thee unto wine. 


* 
C2 
——ä—— ? — ̃ — 
* — — - - — — 
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I foreſtall thee : if thou meane to chide, 
hy beauty hath ininar d thee to this „ ght, 
e thou with patience muſt my wil abide : 
vill that markes thee for my earths delight, 
Which I to conquer ſought with all my might. 
But as reproofe and reaſon beat it dead, 
By thy bright beauty it was newly bred. 


I fee what croſſes my attempts will bi ne p 
efends, 


I know what thore the growing Re/e 
I thinke the hon carded with a fins, 
All this before hand counſell comprehends. 
But will is deaf, and heares no heedſull friends, 
Only he hath an ge to gaze on beauty, 
And dotes on what he lookes, gainſt lam or duty. 


I have debated even in my ſoxle, 
What wrong, what ſoame what ſorrow I ſhall breed , 
But nothing can affections cexr/ſe controule 
Or ſtop the headlong fury of his Speed, 
I know repentaxt teares inſue the deed. 
Reproach, diſdaine, and deadly enmity, 
Yer ſtrive I to imbrace mine infamy. 


This ſaid, he ſhakes aloft his Remane blade, 
Which like a Faulcon towring in the ies, 
Couchet the /ow/e below with bis wings ſhade, 
Whoſe crook beake threats, if he mount he dyes : 
So under the inſulting Fanchion lies 

Harmleſſe Lucretia, marking what he tels, (bels. 
With trembling feare, as ſon le heare Fuulcon. 
W L:#:crice 
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Lacrece, quoth he, this vigbe 1 muſt enjoy thee, 
If thou deny, then force muſt work my way: 
For in thy bed | purpoſe to deſtroy thee. 
That done, ſome worthleſſe [ave of thine Ile ſlay, 
To kill thine honor with thy /ives decay. 
And in thy dead armes doe I meane to place him, 
Swearing I ſlew him ſeeing thee imbrace him. 


So thy ſurviving h«-band ſhall remaine, 
The ſcornſull marke of every open eye, 
The kinſmen hang their hearts at this diſdaine, 
Thy iſſue blurd with nameleſſe baftargj : 
And thou the Author of their ob, 
Shall have thy treſpaſſe cited up in rimes, 
And ſung by children in ſucceeding times. 


Put if thou yeild, I reſt thy ſecret friend, 


The fault unknown is as though ane, 

A little harme done to a great good end, 

For lawfull policy remaines enacted. 

The poyſonous ſimple ſometimes is compacted 
In pureſt compounds , being ſo applyed, 
His venome in effect is purified. | 


Then for thy h««bard and thy childrens ſake, 
Tender my ſwit, bequeath not to their lot 
The fame that from them no device can take, 
The blemi/h that will never be forgot : 
Worſe than a ſlaviſh wite, or birth houres blot : 
For markes deſcryed in mens nativity, | 
Are Natures faults, not their own infamy. 
C3 Here 
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Here with a Cecktrice dead killing eye, 
He rouſeth up h:mſelfe, and makes a pauſe, 
While ſhe the picture of pure piety, (clawes 
Like a white Hunde beneath the griper ſnarpe 
Pleades in a wilder neſſe where are no lawes, 
. To the rough beaſt, that knows no gentle right, 

Nor ought obeyes but his foul apperite. 


But when a black- fac'd cloud the world doth threat, 
In his dim miſt the aſpiring mountaine hiding, 
From earchs dark womb ſome gentle guſt doth ger, 
Which blow theſe pitchy vapauri from their biding, 
Hindring their preſent fall by this dividing. 
So his unhallowed hae her words delates, 
And moody Pluto winkes while Orpheus plaies. 


Yet foule night waking Cat he doth but dally, 
While in his hold-faft foot the weake mouſe panteth. 
Her ſad behaviour feeds his vulcure folly; 

A ſwallowing galfe that even in p ent wanteth. 

His care her praiers admits, but his heart granteth 
No penetrable entrance to her plaining, (ning. 
Teares harden luſt, though marble wears with ray- 


Her pitty pleading eyes are ſadly fixed 
In the remorſeleſſe wrinckles of his face : 
Her modeſt elequence with fighes is mixed, 
Which to her Oratory addes more grace. 
She puts the period often from his place, 
And mich the ſentence ſo her accent breabs, 


That exice ſhe doth begin ere oxce ſlie ſpeaks, 


Licrece 
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Lucrece pleadeth in defence of Chaſtity , and 
exprobateth hu uncivill luſt. 


One conjures bia by high Almigbty ove, 
By Knigbthood, Gentry & ſweet friendſbips oath, 
By her «xtzmely tears, her Hanbandi love, | 
By holy bumane law, and common treth. | 
By heaven and earth, and all the power: of both, #+ 
That to his borrowed bed he make retire, 
And ſtoop to Honor, not to foule deſire. 


Quoth ſhe, reward not Hoſpitality 

With ſuch black peywent as thou haſt pretended, | 

Mudde not the fowntaine that gave drink to thee, | 

Marre not the thing that cannot be amended : 

End thy ill me, before thy ſboot be ended. | 
He is no M wan that doth bend his bow 
To ſtrike a poor unſeaſonable Doc. 


My h:uband is thy friend, for his ſake ſpare me, 

Thy ſelf art mighty, for thine owne ſake leave me 

My ſelfe a Feat ling, doe not then inſnare me. 

Thou look'ft not like deceit, doe not deceive me. 

My fghs like whirlwind: labor hence to heave thee! 
If ever man was mov'd with womans mones, 

Be moved with my feares, my les, my grones. 
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All which together like a troubled Ocean, . 
Beat at thy oy, and wracke-threatning heart, 

\ To ſoſtten it with their continual! ti? 

For ſtones diſſoly'd, to water doe convert, 
Or if no harder than a foxe thou art, 

, Meltat my tears and be compaſſionate, 

Soft pity enters at an ires gate. 


In T arquins likeneſſe I did entertaine thee, 

Haſt thou put on his ſbape to doe him ſhame ? 
Io all the beſts of heaven I complaine mee, 
Thou wrongft his Honer, woundf his princely name 
Thou art not what thou ſcew'ft, and if the ſame, 
| Thou ſeem'ſt not what thou t, a Cad, a King, 
Fot Kingy, like Grd: ſhould governe every thing. 


| How will thy ame be ſeeded in thine age, 
W ben thus thy vices bud before thy frins, 
Ifin thy hope thou dar'ft doe ſuch outrage. 


Wbat dar'ft chou not when once thou art a Kirg. 
O be remembred, no outragious thing 
From vaſſal actors can be wipt away 
Thea Xing: miſdeeds cannot be hid in clay. 


This deed ſhall make thee only lov'd for feare, 
But happy Monarch: ſtill are fear'd for love: 
With foule offenders thou perforce muſt beare, 
When they in thee the like cffences prove: 
f bur for fear of this, thy vi remove. 
For Princes are the g/aſe, the ſchoole, the booke, 
Where ſubjects cies doe /rarn, doe read, doe yo 
An 
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And wilt thou be the ſcheale where /aft ſhall learne? 
Muſt he in thee read {eftwres of ſuch ſhame ? | 
Wilt thou be glaſſe wherein it ſhall diſcerne 
Amthority for ſinne, warrant for blame? 
To priviledge diſbonaur in thy name. 
Thou black'ſt reproch againſt long living land, 
And mak ſt faire Repatatios but a band. 


Haſt thou commanded by him that gave it thee {4 
— a pure heart commanded thy rebell will: 
w not thy ſword to gard iniquity, 
For it was lent thee all —ů— — 
Thy princely office how canſt t | 
When — by thy fault, foule fave, may ſay, 
He learnd to inne, and thou didſt teach the way ? 


Thinke but how vile a Fefacle it were, 
To view thy preſent treſþaſſe in another: 
Mens f./t: do ſeldome to themſelves appeare, 
Theire owne tranſgreſſions partially they ſmother: 
This gilt would ſeeme death- worthy in thy brether 
O how are they wrapt in with infamies, 
That from her one wiſdeeds askaunce their eies. 


To thee, to thee, my heav d up hand: appeale, 
Not to ſeducing laſt thy raſh reply: 
1 ſue for exil'd majeſties re peale. 
Let him returne and flattering thoughts retire : 
His true refþeft will priſon falſe deſire, 
And wipe the dim mift from thy doting eier, 
That thou ſhalt ſee thy fa'e and piity mine. 
Haue 
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Tarquin l impatient, interrupts her; and denyed 


; 
| of conſent , breakgth the encloſure of 
| ber Chaſtity by force. 


Are done, quoth he, my uacontrolled tide 
Turns not, but ſwells the higher by this let: 
Small ii ght, are ſoone blown out, huge fires abide, 
And with the vide in greater fury fret : 

he pretty freames that pay a daily debe 

.» Totheir ſalt ſovereigne with their freſh fals haſt, 
F., Adde to this f-w,bur alter not the taſte. 


4 

Thou art ( quoth ſhe) a ſea, a ſoveraine King, 
F And loe, there fals into thy boundleſſe fla, 
Black luſt, diſbonamr, ſhame, miſgoverning, 
"Who ſeeke to ſtraige the Ocean of thy land. 
A all che ſe pet) ils ſhall change thy good, 

T by ſea within a puddle wombe is perſed, 
And pot the paddle in thy ſes diſperſed. 


So ſhall theſe {1vc: be King, and thou their ſave 3 
Thou nobly baſe, they baſely dignified: 
Thou their faire I ſe, and they thy fonler grave: 
Thou loathed in their e. chey in thy pri ie, 
The ſeſſer thing ſhould not the greater hide. 

The Cedar Roopes not to the baſe hrubs foote, 

But low brut wither at the Cedars root, : 
f a 
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$d let thy thong lust low w4ſſal to thy ſtate, 
No more quoth he, by heaven | will not hear t 
Yeeld not my /ove, if to, enforced hare 
Inſtead of I. ve coy tench ſhall rudely teare thee +) 
That done, diſpightſully 1 mean to beare thee 

Uato the baſe bed of ſome raicall groome, | 

To be thy 7artzer in this ſhame full doome. 


This ſaid, he ſets his foot upon the light, 

For light and luſt are deadly enemies: 

Shame folded up in blind concealin2 nig he, 

When moſt unſeen, then moſt doth tyrgnoize. 

The wolfe hath ſeiz'd his Prey, the poor Lemb cri 
Till with her owne white fleece her voice controld 
Intombs her out · cry in her lips ſweet ſold. 


For with the nightly lianen that ſhe weares, 

He pens her piteous clamors in her head, 

Cooling bis hot face in the chaſteſt traret, 

That ever modeſt ejes with ſorgow ſhed. 

O that foule /»ſ# ſhould ſtaine ſo pure a bed; 
The {ts whereof could weeping purifie;  -. 
Her tears ſhould drop on them perpetually,  - | 


But ſhe hath loſt a dearer thing than life, _ , - 
And he hath won whathe would loſe againe {© 
This forced league doth force a füttbet (rife, * 
This momentary jo breeds moneths of hai, 
This bot deſore converts to cold &/ddine: | 1 
Pure Chaſtity is rifled of her ſtore, * 
And ,, the theefe, far poorer than _— 
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Looke as the full fed Hound or gorged Half, 
Unapt for tender ſael or ſpeedy flight, 
Make ſlow purſuit, or altogether bauke 
The prey wherein by nature they d-light : 
So ſurfeit-taking Tarquis feares this night. 
His caſte delicious, in digeſtion ſowring, 
Devoures his wi/, that liv'd by foule IMF 


O deeper ſinne than bottomeleſſe conceite, 

Can comprehend n ſtill imagination 

Drunken deſire muſt vomit his receite, 

Ere he can ſee his own abhomination. 
While l»ft is in his pride, no exclamation 

Quan curb his heat, or reine his raſh deſire, 


f Til! like a Jade ſelſe · will himſelf doth tire. 


{| | And then with lanke and leane diſcolour'd cheeke, 
| | With heavy eye, knit brow, and ſtrengthleſſe pace, 

Feeble deſire all recreant, poor and meeke, 

Like to a bankerout begger wailes his caſe ; 

The fleſh being pr ud, deſire doth fight with grace: 

For there it revels, and when that decayes, 

The guilty rebel for remiſſion prayes. 


1 


. 
| 


| So fares it with this fault-full Lord of Rome, 
W Who this accompliſhment ſo botly chaſed ; 
For now againft himſelf he ſounds this doome, (ced 
That through the length of times he ſtands diſgra- 
Beſides, his ſoules faire temple is defaced : 
To whoſe weake raines muſter troopes of carer, 
Io aske the ſpotted Priaceſſe how ſhe fares. 


She 
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She ſayes her ſabjeſt with foule reſurrection, 


; 
: 


Have battred downe her conſecrated wal, 
And by their mortall fast bought in ſubjection : 
Her immortality, and made her thrall 

To living death and paine perpetual, | 


Which in her preſen e ſhe controuled ſtill, 
But her foreſight could not foreſt, all their wil, | 


Even in this thong hi through the dark »ight be ſtea- 
A captive vittor that hath /oft in gaine: (leth 
Bearing away the wown1 that nothing healeth, | 
The ſcar that will deſpight of Cre remaine, J 
Leaving his fpos/e perplext in greater paine. 

She —. the load of ſuſt he left behinde, 

And he the burthen of a guilty minde. 


He like a theeviſh deg creepes ſadly thence, 
She like a wearied Lamb hes panting there ; 
He ſcowles and hates himſelf for his offence, 
She deſperate, with her nai/es her fleſd doth teare, | 
He faintly flies, ſwearing with puilty feare; 
She ſtayes exclaiming on the direfull night; 
He runs and chides his vaniſhe loth'd delight. 


He thence departs a heavy convertite, | 

She there remaines a hopeleſſe caſ away : 

He in his ſpced lookes for the morning light : 

She prayes ſhe never may behold the day, 

For day, quoth ſhe, night · ſcapes doth open lay: 
And my true eyes have never practus d how, | 


To cloake offences with a cunning brow. 
They 


——— * 
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They think not but that every eye can ſee, 

The ſame diſgract which they themſelves be hold: 
And therefore would they ſtill in darkneſſe lie, 

To have their unſeen ſinne remaine untold : 

For they their guilt with weeping will unfold, 
And grave, like water that doth eate in ficele, 
Upon my cheeks what helpleſſe ſhame I feele. 
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N Lucrece thus abuſed complaines on 
| her miſery. . 


H ſhe exclaimes againſt repoſe and reſt, 
And bids her eye: hereafter ſtill be blind: 
he wakes her heart by beating on her breaſt, 
nd bids it leape from thence where it may finde 
ome purer cheſt, to cloſe ſo pure a minde. (ſpight 
Frantick with priefe thus breaths ſhe forth her 
Againk the unſeen ſecrecy of aig bt. 


comfort-killing zizht, im ige of Hel, 
Dim regilter, and nctary of ame, 
Black ſtage for rragedies and mwriters fell, 
Vaſt ſinne- concealing Chass, nurſe of blame, 
lind muffled bawde, darke harbor of defame, 
Grim cave of death, whiſpring conſpirator; 
Wich cloſe· tongu d rreaſeh, and the raviſber. 
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O batcfull vapourous and foggy iht. 
Since thou art guilty of my cureleſle crime: 
Muſter thy aſs to meet the Eafterne lige, 
Make war againſt proportion'd courſe ot time: 
Or if thou wilt permit the Sunne to clime 
His wonted height, yet ere he goe to bed, * 
Knit poyſonous clouds about his go den head. 


With rotten damps rav.ſh the merxing ayr, 


Let their <xhal'd unwholeſome breaths make fick 


The life of pwrity, the ſupreme faire, 
Ere he arrive his weary roon-tyde pricke, 


And let thy miſty vapours march ſo thick, 


That in their ſmoaky ranks his ſmothered light, 


May ſet at noxe and make perpetuall igt. 


Were T arguin night as he is but nige child, 
The filver ſhtning Queene be would diſdaire, 
Her twinckling handmaids too (by him defil'd ) 
Through Nights black boſom ſho!d not peep again, 
So ſhould | have copartner: in my paine. 

And f:|'owſhip in woe Coth wee aſſwage. 

As Palmers that make ſhort their Pilgrimage. 


Where now I have no one to bluſh with me, (mine, 

To croſſe their armes and hang their heads with 

To ma: ke their browes and hide their infamy, 

But I alone, alone muſt ſir and pine, 

Seaſoning the earth with wer: of ſilver brine, 
Mingling my talk with tears, my grief with graues: 
Poor waſting monument; of laſting mones, 


N. 
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O night thou furnace of ſoule reeking ſmoke. 

Let not the jealous day behold that face 

Which underneath thy black all-biding cloak 

Immodeſtly lies martyred wich diſgrace. 

Keep ftill poſſeſſion of thy gloomy place, 
That all the fauics which in thy reigne are made, 
May likewiſe be ſepulchred in thy ſhade. 


Make me not object to the tell tale day, 
The light ſhall ſhew charactred in my brow, 
The ſtory of ſweet chaſtitie decay, 
The impꝛous breach of holy wedlocks vow. 
Yea, the illiterate that know not how 
To cipher what is writ in learned bookes, 
Will quote my loathſome treſpaſſe in my lookes. 


The nurſe to ſtill her child will tell my ſtory, 
And fright her crying babe with T arquins name: 
The Oratoy to deck his oratory, 
Will couple my reproach to T arquins ſhame, 
Feaſt-finding minſtrels tuning my defame 

Will tie che hearers to attend each line, 

How Tarquin wrong'd me, | Colatine. 


Let my goed name, that ſenſleſſe reputation, 

For Colatines de ire /ove be kept unſpotted: 

If that be made a theame for dip utation, 

The branches of another root are rotted, 

And undeſerv'd reproach to him allotted, 
That is as cleare from this attaint of mine, 
As lere this, was pure to Colati se. 
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O unſeene ſbame, inviſible diſgrace ! ; 
O unfelt ſore, creſt- wounding private ſcarre | 
Reproach is ſtampt in Cel latiau face, | 
And Tarquins eye may read the wore a far, 
How he in peace is wounded, not in war. 

Alas how may beare ſuch ſhameful H, (knows 

Which not themſelves, but he that gives them. 


If Collatine, thine honor lay in me, | 
From me by ſtrong aſſauli it is bereſt : | 
My heny loft, and | a Drone. like Bee, 
Have no pertection of my ſummer leſt, 
But rob'd and ranſackt by imurious theft. 
In thy weake live a wandring pe bath crept, 
And ſuckt the hony which thy chait Bee kept. 


Yet am | guilty of thy honest wracke, 

Yet for thy honor did | entercaine him; 

Comming from thee, I could not put him backe; 

For it had been diſhonor to diſdaine him, 

Beſides, of wearixeſſe he did complaine him, 
And talke of vertae (O unlookt for evill, 
When vercue is prophan'd tn ſuch a Divel/!) 


rr 


——U— — 


Why ſhould the worme intrude che maiden bud? 
Or hatefull Cxckewes hatch in Sparrowes nt its? 
Or Todes inſect faire founts with venome mud? 
Or Tyrant Fe) lurke in geatle breſts ? 
Or Kings be breakers of their owa bf 

But no p »/e ios is ſo abſolute, 

That ſome iniquity doth not pollute, 
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aged man that coffers up bis gold, 
e with cramp: and gent, and painful firs, 


And rce hath eyes his trraſure to behold, 
But like ftill pining Tantalus he fits, 

And uſeleſſe bans the harveſt of his wits : 
Having no other pleaſure of his gaine, 

* But terment that it cannot cure his pane. 


then, he bath it when he cannot uſe ir, 
And leaves it to be maſtred by his pong, 
Who in their pride doe preſent] — it: 
| Their father was too weake, — they too ſtrong : 
Jo hold their curſed bleſſed fortune long, 
The ſweets we wiſh oft turne to loathed ſowrs, 
Even in the ment that we call chem vun. 


Uaruly blaſts wait on the tender ſpring, 


Uawholſome weeds take root with precious flow es : 
The Aadey hiſſeth where the ſweet birds ling : 
What vertue breeds iniquity devours: 
We have no goed that we can ſay is ours: 

But ill annexed Opportunity, 

Or kils his /ife, or elſe bis quality. 


O Opportunity thy guilt is great, 

Tis thou that execut'f the traitors treaſon : 

Thou ferſt the welfe where he the Lambe may get: 

Who ever plots the — thou points the ſcaſen. 

Tis thou that ſpurnſt at right, at lam, at reaſon. 
And in thy ſhady Cel where none may ſpie ber, 
Sits Sinne to ſeaze the ſoles that wander by her. 


| Thou 
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Thou mak ſt the Veſt all violate her oath : | 
Thou bloweſt the fire when Temperance is thawd ; | 
Thou ſmothereſt honeſty, thou murthereſt treth: 
Thou foule abertor, thou notorious bad, 
Thou planteſt ſcands/l, and diſplaceſt land. 

Thou reviſter, thou traitor, thou falſe theefe, | 

Thy bey turnes to gall, thy joy to griefe. 


Thy ſecret pleaſure turnes to open ſhame ; | 
Thy private feaſt ing to a publike faſt : | 
Thy ſmothering titles to a ragged name: 
Thy ſugred tongue to bitter wormwood taſte : 
Thy violent vamties can never laſt. 

How comes it then, vile opportunity 


Being ſo bad, ſuch numbers ſeek tor thee ? 


When wilt thou be the humble ſupplicants friend, ; 
And bring him where his ſuic may be obtained ? : 
When wilt thou ſort an howre preat ſtriſes to end? | 
Or free that ſou/e which wretchednes hath chained? 
Give Phyſicke to the ficke, caſe to the pained ? 
| The poor, lame, blind, halt, creep, cry out for thee 
| But they nere met with eypertunity. 
The Patient dies while the PhH/itias ſleeps z 
The Orphas pines while the Oppreſſer feeds: 
Juſtice is Ealing while the widow weeps: c 
| Adviſe is ſporting while iafectios breeds, 
Thou grant'ſt no time for charitable deeds. 
Wrath, envy, treaſon, rape, and murtber rages, 
Thy hainous bowres wait on them as their pages; 
D 2 When 
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hen Trath and Vertue have to doe with thee, 
A thouſand croſſes _ them from thy aid . 
They buy, they helpe, but Sinne nere Ty a free, 


e gratis comes, and thou art well apaid 
$ well to heare, as grant what hee hath ſaid. 
My Collatine would elſe have come to me, 
When Tarquis did, but he was ſtaid by thee. 


uilty thou art of wwrthey and of theft, 

uilty of perjury and ſabordipation, 

Guilty of treaſon, forgery and ſpift, 

Guilty of inceſt that abomination, 

An acceſſary by thine inclination 

' To all finwes aN, and all that are to come, 
From the creation to the generall doome. 


Miſha pen time, copeſmate of ugly aigbe, 
[Swift ſubtill yeſt, carrier of griſly care, 
Eater of youth, falſe ſlave to falſe delight, 
aſe watch of woes, fins pack: horſe, vertues ſnares , . 
Thou nurſeſt all, and murthereſt all that are; 
O beare me then, iniurious ſhiſting time, 
; De guilty of my death, ſince of my crime. 


Why hath thy ſervant Opportunity 

'Betrai'd the boure thou gav'it me to repoſe ? 
Canceld my fortune and inchained me 

To endleſſe date of never-ending woes ? 
Times cffice is to finde the hate of foes, 

Io ente up error by opinion bred, 


Not ſpend the dowry of a lawfull bed. 
| | T ime 
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Times glory is to calme contending Kings, 

To unmask falſooed, and bring truth to light, 

To ſtampe the ſeale of time in aged things, 

To wake the morxe, and ſentinel! the night, 

To wrong the wronger till he render right, 

To ruinate proxd buildings with thy boxre: 

And ſmear with d»ſ# their glittering golden towres: 


To fill with vorne hole, ſtately monuments, 
To ſeed iv with decay of things, 
To blot old beokes, and after their contents, 
To plucke the i from ancient Ravens wings. 
To dry the old ate: ſap, and cheriſh rings. 
To ſpoile antiquities of hammered ſteel, 
And turne the giddy round of Fortunes wheele. 


To ſhew the beldame daughters of her d ang leer, | 
To make the chi/d a man, the man a child, 5 
To ſlay the Tyger that doth live by ſlaughter, 
To tame the Unicorne and Lios wilde, 
To mock the ſabtile in themſelves beguild ; 
To chear the Plowman with increaſetull crops, 
And waſte huge foxes with little water drops. 


Why workſt thou miſchiefe in thy pilgrimage, 
Ualeſſe thou could returne to make amends ? 
One poore retyring minute in an age, 

Would purchaſe he a thouſand — friends, 
Lending him vit, that to bad debtors lends, (backe, 
O this dread Sight, wouldſt thou one hour come 
I could prevent this forwe and ſhunt his wracke. 

3 a Thou 
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hou ceaſeleſſe lackie to Erernity, 
ich ſome miſchance croſſe T arquis in his flight, 


iſe extreame beyond extremity 
o make bim curſe this curſed crimefull night. 
gaſtly badows his lewd eyes affright, 
And the dire thought of his committed evill, 


Shape every 6b«/5 a hideous ſhapeleſſe Divell. 


Diſtorbe his hoxres of reſt with reſtleſſe rraxces, 

Afflict him in his bed with bedred groxe: : 

Let there bechance him pitifull wiſchances, * 

To make him mone, but pitty not his one 

Stone him with hardened harts harder than ſtones, 

And let mild women to him looſe their mildneſſe, 
Wilder to him than Tigers in their wi/dneſſe. 


Let him have time to teare his curled haire , 

Let him have time againſt himſelfe to rave, 

Let him have time of times helpe to deſpaire, 

Let him ha ve time to live a loathed ſlave, 

Let him have time a beggers orrs to crave : 

And time to ſee one that by ame- doth live, 
Diſdaine to him diſdained ſcraps to give. 


Let him have time to ſee his friends his foes, 
And merry fooles to mock at him reſort : 
Let him have time to marke how ſlow time goes 
In time of ſorrow, and how ſwift and ſhore 
His time of fo/ly, and his time of port: 
And ever let his unrecalling time, 

Have time to waile th abuſing of bis time. 
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O time thou tater both to good and bed, | 

Teach me to curſe him that thou caught this 141, 

At his own hd let the threfe run mad, 

Himſelf, himſelf ſeeke every boure to kill, 

Such wretched hand: ſuch wretched blond ſhould. | lh 
For who ſo baſe would ſuch an office have, (ſpill : | 
As ſlanderous deaths max to fo baſe a ſla ve? 


The baſer is he comming from a King. 
To ſhame his hope with deed: degenerate, 
The mightier man, the mightier is the thing 
That makes him honewr'd, or begets him hate : 
For greateſt ſcandall waits on greateſt fare. 

The Aeone being clouded preſently is miſt, 

But little Starres may hide them when they lift, 


The Crow may bathe his cole-black wings in mire, 

And unperceiv'd flye with the filth away, 

But if the like the ſnow white Swan deſire, 

The ſtaine upon his ſilver Downe will ſtay, 

Poor groom: are ſightles night, Kings glorious day 
Gnat t are unnoted whereſoere they fly, 


But Eagle gaz'd upon with every eye. 


Our idle words, ſervants to ſhallow fools, 

Unprofitable ſounds, weake arbitrators, 

Bufie our ſelves in skil contending ſchooles, 

Debate where leaſure ſerves with dull debators : | 

To trembling C/iexts be you mediators 
For me, I torce not argument a ſtraw, 
Since that my caſe is 1 help of las. [ 
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Ia vaine I raile at Opportunity, 

At time, at T arquie, and unſearchfell nig be: 
In vaine I cavill with mine iaſam, | 

In vaine I ipurne at my confirm'd defÞight : 


This bel ple ſſe ſmorke of words doth me no right; 


be remedy indeed to doe me good, 
+ 1s to let forth my foule defiled blood. 


Poore hand, why quivereſt thou at this decree ? 

Honor thy ſelfe to rid me of this he, 

For if I die, my Homer lives in thee, 
But if I live,thon liv'ſt in my defame ; 


Since thou could not defend thy loyall Dame, 


And waſt affeard to ſcratch ber wicked Foe, { 


Kill both thy ſelfe and her for yeelding fo. 


This ſaid, from her betumbled coxch ſhe farts; 
To finde ſome deſperate inſtrument of death, 
But this no ſlang bter. howſe, no toole imparts, 
To make more vent for paſſage of her breath, 
Which throngingthrough ber /ips ſo vaniſheth 
As ſmoke from tua, that in «ire conſumes, 
Or that which from diſcharged Canon ſun. es. 


In vaine (quoth ſhe) I live and ſeeke in vaine 
Some happy meane tn end a hapleſſe life : 
feat d by T arquins F axchion to be ſl iin, 
Vet for the ſeife-ſame purpoſe ſeeke a knife : 
But when I feard, I was a loyall wife. 

So am I now: O no, that cannot be, 

Of chat true ie hath 7arquin rifled me. 
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O That is gone, for which I ſought to live, 
And therefore now 1 need not feare to die, - 
To cleare this ot by death (at lesſt) I give 
A badge of fame to ſlaunders livery, 
A dying life to living infamy, 
Poore helpleſſe bei, the treaſure ſtolne away 
To burne the guilck ſſe cerkge where it lay. 


Well well, dear Collatine, thou ſhalt not know 
The ſtained taſt of violated troth: 

I will not wrong thy true affeQion ſo, 

To flatter thee with an infringed tb: 


This baſtard graſſe ſhall never come to growth, 


He ſhall not boaſt who did thy feck pollute 
That thou art dotiog Father of his fruit. 


Nor ſhall he ſmile at thee in ſecret thoughts, 
Nor laugh with his companions at thy fate, 
But thou ſhalt. know thy intereſt was not bought 
Baſely with go/d, but ſtoln from forth thy gate; 
For me I am the mrſftreſſe of my fate 
And with my ere{þaſſe never will diſpence, 
Till ie to death acquit my forc'd oftence. 


I will not poiſon thee with my «t!a5nt, 

Nor fold my fault in cleanly coyn'd excuſes, 
My fable ground with ſin 1 will not paint, 

To hide the rrath of this falſe nights abuies : 
My tongue ſhall utter all mine eyes like ſluces, 


As from a mountain ſpring, that feeds a dale, , 
Shall guſh pure freams to purge my impure tale 
| By 
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Lucrece centinning ber laments, diſpateth 
whether ſbe D kill ber ſelf or no. 


Y this lamenting Philewele had ended 
Che well-tun'd warble of her nightly ſorrow, 
And ſolemaſt =ighe with flow ſad gate deſcended 
| loe the bluſhing morrow 
Lends bghe to all fair eyes that light would borrow. 
But cloudy Lacyece ſhames her ſelf to ſee , 
| And therefore ſtill in night would cloiſter'd be. + 


To ugly Hell, 


Reveali chrqugh every cranxy ſpies, 

And 2 — ſhe firs weeping; 
To whom ſhe ſobbing ſpeaks, O eye of es, (ping, 
Whypry' thou through my windew?leave thy pee- 
Mock with thy tickling beams,eys that are ſleeping, 
| Brand not my forehead with thy piercing light, 
For day hath nought to do what's done by »ight. 


Thu cavils ſhe with every thing ſhe ſees, 

[Trae grief is fond and teſty as a child, 

Who way-ward once, his mood with nought agrees, 
Id woes, not infant ſorrows bear them mild , 
ont1.447nce tames the one, the other wild, 

Le an unpractiz d ſwimmer plunging ftill , 
Wich too much labour,drowns for want of * 
| | 0 
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do ſhe deepe drenched in a Sea of care, 
Holds diſputation with each thing ſhe) viewes, 
And to her ſelf all — doth compare, 
N tt but her paſſions — — F 
Py one — — nyo — — 0 | F 
Sometimes her griefe is a * 
Sometime tis — and too much talke affords. | 
| 
| 


The little bird that tune their mornings j 
Make her mene mad with their ſweet me 
For mirth doth ſearch the bottome of anne), 
Sad Sowles are ſlaine in merry company 
G yy beſt is pleas'd with griefes Geiety + 
True ſorrow then is feelingly ſuffiz'd, 
When with like ſemblance it is ſunpathiz'd. 


Tis double death to drone in ken of — 
Ne ten times pines, that pines beholding fed, | 
To ſee the ſalve doth make the wound 
Great grieſe grieves moſt at that would doe it good, 
Deepe woes roule forward like a gentle fland, 
Who being ſtopt, the bounding bexks ore-flowes, 
Griefe dallied with, nor law nor limit knowes. 


You mocking Bird: quoth ſhe) your canerintomb 
Within your hollow ſwelling feathered bra, 
And in my hearing be you ever dumb, | 
My reftleſſe d iſcord loves no flops nor reſts, | 
A woefull beſteſſe brooks not merry greſts : 
Reliſh your nimble vote: to plea 2 cares, | 
Diſtreſſe like dumps when time is kept with teares. 
Come 
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Come Philomele that fingſt of raviſt ment, 

Make thy ſad greve in my diſheveld baire, 

As the danke earth weepes at thy languiſhment, 

So * each ſad ſtraine will ſtraine a teare, 

Ad with deepe graane the Diapaſes beare : 
For barthen wiſe lle ham on T arquin ſtill. 
While thou on Tereus deſcants better il. 


And whiles againſt a horas thou bear'ſt thy part; 
To keepe thy ſharp woes waking, wretched I a 
To imitate thee well, againſt my heart 
Will fixe a ſharp k=ife, to affright mine eye, 
Who iſit winke, ſhall thereon fall and 45. 

Theſe weanes as frets upon an inſtrument, 
_ Shall turn our heart ſtrings to true languiſhment, 


And. for poor bird thou ſiqg ſt not in the day, 

As ſhaming any eye ſhould thee bebold, 

Some darke deepe deſart ſeated from the way, 
That knowes nor parching beat, nor freezing cold 
Will we finde out: and there we will unfold 

To creatures ſtern, ſad runes to change their kinds: 
Since men prove beſt:,let beaſt; bear gentle minds. 


As the poor frighted Deere that ſtands at gaze, 
Wildely determining which way to fly, 
Or one incompaſt with a winding maze, 
T hat cannot tread the way out readily ; 
So with her ſelf is ſhe in mutiny. 
To live or die which of the twaine were better, 


' When life is ſham'd,and death reproaches 4b 
| 
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To kill my —_— ſhe, — what were it, 
But with my my poor ſoules pollution? | 
They that laſe ha/fe with greater patience beare it, 
Than they whoſe whole is ſwallowed in confuſion. 
That wether tries a mercileſſe concluſien, (one, 
Who having two ſweet babes, when death takes 
Will ſlay the other, and be nurſe to none. 


My body, or my ſeale, which was the dearer ? 
When the one pare, the other made divine; 
Whoſe love, of either, to my ſelf was nearer ; 
When both were kept for Heaven and Cellatiae: 
Ay me, the barke pil'd from the lofty Pine, 

His leave: will wither, and his ſap decay, 

So muſt my ſox/e,her barque being pill'd away 


Her bexſe is ſackt, her quiet interrupted, 
Her manſion battered by the enemy. 
Her ſacred Temple ſported, — corrupted, 
Groſly ingirt with daring infamy, 
Then let it not be cald impiety | 
If in this blemſhe part I make ſome bole , | 
Through which 1 may convey this troubled /enle. | 


Vet die I will not till my Collatine 
Have heard the cauſe of my untimely death, 
That he may vow in that ſad houre of mine, 


Revenge on him that mide me ſtop my breath, 


My ſtained bloud to 7 47 is Ile bequeath, 
Which by him — ſhall for him be ſpent, 
And as his due, writ in my Teſtament, | 

My 
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> brace anto the knife, 

That wounds my bedy ſo diſhonoured : 

'Tis be to deprive diſhonoured life, 

The one will live: the other being dead, 

So of Shame's «ſve; ſhall my fawe be bred ; 
For in my death I murder ſhamefull /cers , 
My awe ſo dad, my ber is new bers. 


— —— of — — [ have lot, 
acy [ bequeath to thee ? 
Nees, love, Mal be thy boaſt, 
By whoſe example thou reveng'd maiſt be. 
How T arquis muſt be us d, read it in me. 
My ſelf thy friend, will kill my ſelſe thy foe, 
And for my ſake ſerve thou falſe Tarquis fo. 


This brief abridgement of my will I make, 


My ſoul and body to the die and ground, 
My reſolation (Ha) do you take, 
Mine honesr be the k*sfe that makes my w'nnd, 
My heme be his that did my fawe confound. 
And all my {awe that lives disburſed, be 
To thoſe that live and think no ſhame of me. 


Then Collatine ſhall overſee this will, 
How was I overſeen that thou ſhalt ſee it? 
My blend ſhall waſh the ſlander of mine ill 
My life's foule deed a_ os faire end (hall free if. 
n 
to and it conquer , 
Thou dead. both tie, and both (hal nan 
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ſend ber Huuband word. l 


TRE of death when ſadly ſhe bad laid, (cer, 


| Whoſe ſwift obedience to her wiffreſſe bies, 
| For fleet wingd- duty with tbong his feathers fhes ; 


| Each flower moiſtned like a melting cye: 


wip't the briniſh prarie from ber bright 
With untun'd tongue ſhe hoarſely cail'd ber maid, 


Poor Lacrece cheeks unto her maid ſeeme ſo, 
As winter weades when Sun doth melt their ſans, 


Her wiſtreſſe ſhe doth give demure good merrow 
With ſoft ſlow tongue, true markes of modeſiy, 
And forts a ſad looke to her Ladjes ſorrow, 
(For why her face wore ſerrowes livery, ) 
But durſt not aske of ber audaciouſly, 
Why her two San, were c/oxd-eclipled fo, 
Nor why her faire checks over-waſht with wee. 


But as the Earth doth weep the Sw» being fer, 


Even fo the maid with ſwelling drop; gan wet 

Her circkled cy, enfote d by ſimpathy 

Of thoſe faire Sun: ſet in her Miſtreſſe b. 

Who in a ſalt- wav d Ocean quench their Iii, 

Which makes the maid weep like the dewy ale. 
A 
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A prettie while theſe pretty creature ſtand, 

Like ivory coxds ts corall cifterne: filling: 

One juftly weepes, the other takes in hand: 

No cauſe, but company of her drops ſpilling, * 
Their gentle ſex to weepe are often willing, 
Grieving themſelves to geſſe at others ſmarts,(harts 
And then they drown their eyer, or breake their 


For wes have marble, wowex waren minds, 
And therefore are they form'd as marble will, 
The weake pppreft, th* impreſſion of firange kind:, 
Is form d in them by force, by fraud or kill. 
Then call them not the Authors of their :/!, 
No more then wexe ſhall be accounted evill, 
Wherein is ſtampt the ſemblance of a dive//. 


Their ſmoothneſſe ike unto a champaive plaine, 
Layes open all the little wor wes that creepe, 

In wes eveu as 4 rough growne greve remaine 
Cave keeping evil: that obſcurely ſleep. 

Through chryſtall wales each little wote will peep : 
Though wes can cover crimes with bold ſtern l/, 
Poore women: faces are their owne faults esel. 


No mas inveighs againſt the withered flowre, 

But chides rough winter that the flowre bath kild, 
Not that d vour d, but that which doth devonre 
Is worthy blame ; © let it not be held 

Poore womens faulcs, that they are ſo falfild 
Wich mens 44»/es, thoſe proud Lord: to blame, 


Make weake- made ve tenants to thei Jaw & 
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The Rape of Lucrece. 
The —— whereof in Lacrece view, 
Aſſail'd by #ight with circamftance: ſtrong 
Of preſent death and bame that might en ſue, 
By that her death to doe her hx:band wrong, 
Such danger to reſſtance did be long. 
The dying fear through all her body ſpread, 
And who cannot abule a bedy dead? 


By this milde patience did faire L«crece ſpeak 
To the poor counterfeit of her complaining : 
My g rle, quoth ſhe, on what occaſion breake _ 
Thole tears from thee, that down thy checks are ra:« 
If thou doſt weep for griefe of my ſuſtaining, (ning, 
Know gentle wech, it ſmall availes my moode, 
It ceere: could belp, mine own would do me good 


But tell me girle, when went (and there ſhe ſtaid 
Till after a deep groxe) T arquin from hence ? 
Madam ere | was up (repli'd the waid,) 
The more too blame my ſluggard negligence: 
Yet with the faut | thus farre can diſpence, 
My ſelſe was ſtirring ere the break of day, 
And ere | roſe was T arquin gone away. 


But Lady,if your maid may be ſo bold, 

She would requeſt to know your heavineſſe. 

O peace (quoth Lacrece) if it ſhould be told, 
The repetition cannot make it leſſe: | 


_ — — — — 


For more it is than I can well expreſſe, 
And that deep rortare may be cald a Hell, 
When more is felt than one hath power to _ f 
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pay get me hither paper, inke, and pes, 

et ſave that labour, for | have them here, 
(What ſhould I ſay ?) one of my huſbands men, 
Bid thou be ready by and by to beare 
A Letter to my Lord, my love, my deare, 
| Bid him with ſpced prepare to carry it, 

The cauſe craves hall, and it will ſoone be writ. 


Her maide is gone, and ſhe prepares to write, 
Firſt hovering ore the paper with her qui/l. 
Conceit and griefe an eager cembat fight, 
What wit ſets downe is blotted ſtill with /,, 
This is too curios : good, this blunt and ill. 

Much like a preaſe of people at a dove , 

Through her inventions which ſhall goe before. 


At laſt ſhe thus begins: thou worthy Lord 
Of that unworthy wife that greeteth thee, 
Health to thy perſon, next vouchſafe t afford 
(If ever, Love, thy Lacrece thou wilt ſee) 
Some preſent ſpeed to come and viſit me, 
So I commend me from our houſe in pick, 
My woes are tedious, though my words are briefe. 


Here folds ſhe up the tenor of her woe, 
Her certaine ſorrow writ uncertainly, 
By this ſhort ſchedule Co//arine may know 
Her griefe, but not her gri«/es true quality, 
She dares not thereof make — 

Left he ſhould hold it her own groſle abuſe, 


Ere ſhee with blond had Raind her ſtaind excuſe. 
Belides 


The Rape of Lucrece. $1 
Beſides, the life and fee/ing of her paſſion 4 
She hoords to ſpend, when he is by to heare her, 
When fighs and grones and teares may grace the 
Ot her diſgrace, the better ſo to cleare her (faſhio1 
From that ſaſpitios which the world might beare he 
To ſhun this b/or ſhe would nor blot the letter 
With words, till act io might become them bettet 


To ſee ſad ſights moves more than Lare them told: 
For then the eye interprets to th- eore 
The heavy motion that it doth behold, 
When every part a part of wee doth beate: 
Tis but a part of ſorreW that we heare. 
Deep ſounds make leſſer noiſe than ſhallow ford, 
And /orrow cbs being blowa with winde of u.. 


Her letter now is ſcaled, and on it writ, 

At Ardea to my Lord with more than haſte : 

The Peſt attends, and ſhe delivers it, 

Charging the ſewre»fac'd groome to hie as faſt 

As lagging ſoules before the Northerne blatt. 

Speed more than Feed, but dull and flow ſhe deems, 
Extremity ſtill urgeth ſuch extremes. 


The homely vi/laine curſies to her low, 

And bluſhing on her with a ftedfaſt eye 

Receives the ſcro{{ without or yea or no, 

And forthwith baſhfull ;=»ccexce doth flie : 

But they whoſe gai/c within their boſowe lie, 

Imagine every ee beholds their blame, 

For Lucrect thought be bluſht to ſee her ſhame. 
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When filly Groowe (God wot) it was deſect 

Of it, life, and bold audacity, 

Such harmeleſſe creatures have a true reſpect 

Tocalkin deeds, while other ſaucily 

Promiſe more ſpeed, but doe it leaſurely. 
Even ſo this patterne of the worne out age, 
Pawn'd honeſt / okes, butlaid no words to gage. 


His kindled duty kindled her miſtruſt, 
That two red fires in both their faces blazed, 
She thought he bluſnt as knowing T ar9#i»: luſt, 
And bluſhing with him wiſtly on him gazed, 
Her earneſt eye did make him more amazed: 

The more ihe ſaw the bloud his cheeks repleniſh, 


The more ſhe thought he ſpi'd in her ſome blemi/h. 


But long ſhe thinks till be returne againe, 

And yet the duteous vaſſal ſcarce is gone, 

The weary time ſhe cannot entertaine, 

For now tis ſtale to ſigh, to weep, and grone, 

So woe hath weared wee, mne tryed mone, 
That ſhe her pat: a little while doth Ray, 
Pawſing for meanes to mourne ſome newer way. 


At laſt ſhe cals to minde where hangs a peece 
Of skilfull painting made for Priam Trey, 
Befoxe the which is drawn the power of Greece, 
For Helen rape the city to deſtroy, 
Threatning cloud kiſſing 1/59» with annoy , 
Which the conceited Painter drew ſo proud, 
As heaven(it ſeem'd) to kiſſe che twrrers . 
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A thouſand lamentable biet there | 
In ſcorne of Nature, A rt gave liveleſſe life : 
Many a dire drop ſeem'd a weeping teare, | 
Shed for the ſlaughterd hurband by a wile. 
The red land reck'd to ſhew the painter: ſtrife, | 
And dying eyes gleem'd forth their aſhy lige, 
Like dying coales burnt out in tedivus nights. 


There might you ſee the labouring Pioner | 
Begrim'd with /weat,and ſmeared all with daft, 
And from the towers of Trey there would appeare 
The very eie: of mex through /oope holes thruſt ; 
— upon the Greeks with little luſt: 

Such ſweet ebſervaxce in this work was had, 

That one might ſee thoſe farre off eyes looke ſad. 


In great commanders, Grace and Maieſty 

You ne behold triumphing in their faces, 

In youth quick-bearing and dexterity, 

And kere and there the Painter interlaces 

Pale cowards marching on with trembling paces, 
Which heartleſs peaſants did ſo well reſemble, (blu 
That one would ſwear, he ſaw them quake & tren 


In Aiax and Viyſes, O what Are 

Or Phyſognomy might one behold ! 

The face of either cipher'd eithers heart, 

Their face their m moſt expreſly told. 

In Aiax eyes blunt rage and rigor rol'd. 

But the mild glance that ſhe V/yſes lent, 

Shew'd deepe regard and ſmiling geverument 
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here pleading might you ſee grave Nefter ſtand, 
1s *ewere incouraging the Greekes to fight, 

faking ſuch ſober action with bis hand, 

bat it beguild atrextion, charm'd the fogbe, 

2 ſpeech it ſeemi d his beard, all plver white, 
Wagg d up and down, and from bis /;p: did flie 
Thin winding breatb, which purid up to the he. 


bout him were a prea/e of gaping faces, 

Thich ſeem*d to ſwallow up his ſound advice: 

JI joyntly liſtning, but with ſeverall graces, 
$if ſome Mermaid did their eaves intice; 

ame high, ſome /ow, the painter was ſo nice; 
The 2 of many almoſt hid behinde, 

To jump up higher ſeem d to mock the mind 


ere one mans hand lean d on anothers head. 

is woſe being ſhadowed by his neighbours care, 

ere one being throng beares back all boln & red, 
nother ſmothered, ſeemes to pelt and ſw-are, 

nd in their rape ſuch ſignes of rage they beare, 
As but for loſſe of Neſtor: golden words, 

It ſeem d they would debate with angry ſwords. 


w much imaginary work was there , 

eee deceitfull, ſo compact, ſo kinde, 

Ut for Achilles image ſtood his rare 

rip'd in an armed hand, himſelf behinde 

as left unſeen, ſave to the eye of ind; 

A band, a foore, a face, a leg, a head, 

Stood for the whole to be imagined. * 


And from the wal: of ſtrong beſieged Troy, 

When their brave hope, bold Hector march d to fie 

Stood many Trejan mothers ſharing joy, | 

To ſee their youthfull ſoxxes bright weapons wield; 

Andro thei bpe they ſuch odde aft yield, | 
That through their Jig he joy ſeemed to appeare 
(Like bright things ſtain'd)a kind of beavy feare. 


And from the ftr:nd of Dardas where they fought, 
To Simo reedy banks the red bloud ran, 
Whoſe waves to imitate the hate ſought 
With ſwelling ridges, and their roxks began 
To break upon the galled fore, and then 
Retire againe, till meeting greater rants 
They joyne,and ſhoot their ſome at Sinors banks, 
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To this well painted piece is Lucrece come; 
To finde a face where all diſtreſſe is ſteld; 
Many ſhe ſees, where cares have carved ſome, 
But none where all di reſſe and dalaur dweld, 
Till ſhe deſpairing Hecabe beheld, 
Staring on Pri ws wounds with her old eyes, 
Which bleeding under Pyrrha proud foet lies. 


In her the painter had anatomiz'd 

Times ruine, Beauties wrack, and grim Cares raign, 

Her cheeks with chaps and wrinchle; were diſguis d, 

Of What ſhe was, no ſemblance did remaine, 

Her blew end chang d to black in every vein, 
Wanting the þrixg that thoſe ſhrunk pipes had fed 


Or 


Shew'd /ife impriſon d in a body dead, 
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56 The Rape of Lacrece. 
On this ſad ſhadow Lacrece ſpends her ee, 
And ſhapes her ſorrow to the Beldames woes, 
Who nothing wants to anſwer her but crye; 
And bitter word: to ban her cruel! foes. 
The Painter was no God to lend her thoſe ; 
And therefore Lacrece ſwears he did her wrong, 
To give her ſo much grief, and not a tengue. 


Poor inſtrament (quoth ſhe) without a ſound, 

Ile tune thy Woes with my lamenting tongue. 

And drop ſweet balm in Priam / painted Wound, 

And rail on Pyrrbis that hath done him wrong, 

And with my rears,quench Troy that burns ſo long: 
And with my kwife ſcratch out the angry eyes 
Of all the Greeks that are thine enemies. 


Shew me the ſtramtet that began this ſtirre, 
That with my nails her beauty I may tear: 
Thy beat of laſt fond Pars did incurre 
This /ode of Wrath that burning Troy doth bear : 
Thy eye kindled the fire that burneth here. 
And here in Tro tor treſpaſſe of thine eye, 
The Sire, the Son, the Dame and Danghter die. 


Why ſhou!d the private pleaſure of ſome one 
Become the pablite plague of many moe? 

Let f alone committed, light alone 

Upon his head that hath tranſꝑreſſed ſo. 


Let guiltleſſe /ow/; be freed from guilty wee. 


For ones effence why ſhould ſo many fall; 
To plague a private fin in generall, , 
oe 
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Loe here weeps Hecabs, here Priam dies, 
Here manly Hecter faints, here Trou ſounds, 
Here friend by friend in bloudy chanxel lies, 
And friend to friend gives unadviſed wounds, 
And one mans /»ſt theſe many liv 5 contounds. 
Had doting Priam checkt his ſox: deſire, 
Trey had been bright with ſame, & not with fire. 


Here feelingly ſhe weeps Trees painted weez, 
For ſorrow, like a heavy hanging bel, | 
Once ſet on ringing, with his own weight goes, 
Then little ſtrengh rings out the dolefull le.: 
So Lucrece ſet awork, fad tales doth tell, 
To pencild penſiveneſs, and colour'd ſorrow, 
She lends them werd, and ſhe their J doth 


(borrow. 
She throws her ey / about the painted round, ; 


And u ho ſhe findes forlorn ſhe doth lament ; 

At laſt ſhe ſees a wretched image bound, 

That piteous looks to Phrygian ſhepheards lent, 

His face, though full of cares, yet ſhew'd content. 
Onward to Troy with theſe blunt ſwains be goes, 
So milde, that patience leem'd to ſcorn his wert. 


In him the painter labour d with his i 
To hide deceit, and give the harmleſſe ſhow, 
An humble gate, calm /ooks, eyes wayling ſtill, 
A brow unbent, that ſeem'd to welcome wee, 
Chceks, neither red nor pale, but mingled to, 
That b1»/>'ng red, no guilty inſtance gave, 
Nor «ſpy pale, the fear that ſalſe hearts have! 
But 
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Bat like a conſtant and confirmed Devs!, 

He entertain'd a ſhow ſo ſeeming juſt, 

And therein ſo inſconſt this ſecret evil, 

That ealaaſis it ſelſe could not miſtruſt, 

Falſe creeping craft and Perjury ſhould thruſt, 
Into ſo bright a day, ſuch black fac'd formers 
Or blot with be/-borxe fin ſuch Saint · like ſormes. 


The well · skild workwas this mild Image drew 
For perjur'd Sizes, whoſe inchanting ftory 
The credulous old Pram after ſlew : 
Whoſe words like wi fire burnt the ſhining glory 
Of rich built Ilia, that the sk;es were ſory, 
And little farres ſhot from their fixed places, (ce. 
When their glaſſe fel wherein they view d their fa- 


This picture ſhe adviſedly perus'd, 

And chid the Peister far his wondrous il, 

Saying, ſome ſhape in Sizoxs was abus'd, 

So faire 2 forwe lodg'd not a mind ſo il, 

And ſtill on him ſhe gaz d and gazing ſtill, 

Such „ies of truth in his plaine face 23 
That ſhe concludes, the picture was belied. 


It cannot be (quoth ſhe) that ſo much gaile, 

(She would have (aid) can lurke in ſuch a Looke : 
But T arq#sns ſhape came in her mind the while, 
And from her tongue, can lurk, from cannot, tooke 
It cannot be, ſhe in that ſenſe forſoo ke, 
And turn d ir thus, it cannot be I find, 


But ſuch a face ſhould beare a wicked wind. . 
| or 
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For even as ſubtill Sinan here is painted, 
So ſober ſad, ſo weary and ſo milde, 
(As if with griefe or travaile he had fainted,) 
To me came T arqu5* armed to beguil'd 
With outward honeſty, but yet defil'd 
Wich inward vice: 8s Priaw him did cheriſh, 
7 So did 1 T arquis, ſo my Trey did periſh. 


Looke, looke how liftning Priam wets his eyes, 
To ſee thoſe borrowed teare that Simon ſheds ; 
Priam why art thou id, and yet not wiſe ? 

For every teare he fals, a Trejas bleeds : 


, His eye drop fire, no water thence 
. Thoſe round clear pears of his that move thy pity 
5 Are bal: of quenchleſſe fire to burne the City. 


Such Divri / ſteale effeRs from lightleſle hel, 
For Sinox in bis fire doth quake with cold, 
And in that cold bot burning fire doth dwell, 
Theſe contraries ſuch unity doe hold, 
Onely to flatter foo/es and make them bold: 
So Priams truſt falſe Sinex; teares doth flatter, 
That be finds meanes to burn his Trey with water. 


Here all inrag'd ſuch paſſion her aſſailes, 
That patience is quite beaten from her breaſt, 
— teares = ſenſeleſſe Sinox with ber nailer, 
| omparing him to that unhappy geſt, 
N Whoſe deed hath made her ſeit hes 25 deteſt; 
At laſt ſhe ſmilingly with this give ore, 
Foole, foole, quoth ſhe his wewrd: will not be ſore. 


Thus 
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Thus eb: and flowes the current of her ſorrow, 
And time doth weary time with ber complaining, 
She looks for nige, and then ſhe longs for morrow, 
And both ſhe thinks too long with her remaining, 
Short time ſeems long, in ſorrows ſharp ſaftaining, 
woe be heavy, yet it ſeldome ſleeps, 
And they that watch, ſee time how ſlow it creeps, 


Which all this time hath overſlipt her chowght, 
That ſhe with painted [mayer hath ſpent. 
Being from the feeling of her own grief brought 
By deep ſurmiſe of others detriment, 
Looling her woes in ſnewes of diſcoptent : 

It eaſeth ſome though none is ever cured, 

To think their dolour others have endured. 


pou 
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Upes Lucrece ſending for Collatine is ſuch haſt, 


be with divers of his allies and friends 
returns home. 


Ut now the mind ſull Meſſenger comes back, 
B Brings home his Lord and other company, 
Who findes his Tacrece clad in mourning black, 


And round about her tear-diſtained ey 


Blew circles ſtreamd, like Rainbows in the ai. 


Theſe watergals in her dim Element, 
Foretell new forms to thoſe already ſpent. 


Which when her ſad beholding b««baxd ſaw, 
Amarzedly in her ſad face be ftares : 


Her eyes though ſod in tears, lookt red and ram, 


Her hvely colour kill'd with deadly cares, 
He hath no power to ask her how ſhe fares, 
But ſtood like o/d acquaintance in à trance, 


Met far from home, wondring ech others chance. 


At laſt he takes her by the bloodleſſe hand, 
And thus begins : What uncouth ill ven 
Hath thee befalne , that thou doſt trembling ſtand ?, 
Sweet love, what ſpite hath thy fair colear ſpent? 
Why art thou thus attir'd in diſcontent ? 
Unmask dear dear this y heavineſſe, 
And tell thy grief, that we may give redr 


Three 


| 


' 


| 


| 
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Three times with ghz ſhe gives her ſorrow fire, 
Ere once ſhe can diſcharge one word of woe : 
At length addreſt to anſwer his deſire, 
She modeſtly prepares, to let them know 
Her Honour is tane priſoner by the Foe, 
While Collaiine and his conſorted Lords 
Wich ſad attention long to hear her words. 


And now this pale Swan in ber watry zeſt, 

Begins the Dirge of her certain ending , 

Few words (quoth ſhe) ſhall fit the ela e beſt, 

Where no excaſe can give the fault amending, 

In me more wees than words are now depending, 
And my lamests would be drawn out too long, 
To tell them all with one poor tired tongue. 


Then be this all the tal it hath to ſay, 
Dear bauband, in the intereſt of thy bed 
A ſtranger came, and on that pillow lay, 
Where thou waſt wont to reſt thy weary head, 
And what wrong elſe may be imagined, 
By foul i»forcement might be done to me, 
From that (alas) thy Lucrece is not free. 


For in the dreadfull dead of dark mid- night, 

Wich ſhining Faxchion in my chamber came 

A creeping creature with a flaming light, 

And ſoftly cry d, awake thou Romane Dame ; 

And entertain my /oves, elſe laſting ſhame 
On thee and thine tlus night I will inflict, 
If chou my love; deſire doe contradict. 


For 
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For ſome hard favour'd groom of thine, quoth be, 
Unleſſe thou yoke thy /aking ro my will, 
le murther ſtraight, and then Ile ſlaughter thee, 
And ſwear | found you where you did fulfill 
The loathſome act of Lf, and fo did kill 

The Lecher: in their deed, this act will be 

My fame, and thy perpetuall infamy. 


With this I did begin to ſtart and cry, 
And then againſt my heart he ſets his ſword, 
Swearing, unleſſe I cook all patiently, 
I ſhould not live to ſpeak another word. 
So ſhould my Game ſtill reſt upon record, 
And never be forgot in mighty Rome 
Th'adulterate death of Lacrece and her groom. 


Mine enemy was ſtrong, my poor ſelf weak, 
(And far the weaker with ſo ſtrong a fear ) 
My bloody ge forbad my teng ue to ſpeak, 
No rightfull p/ea might ple ad for juſtice there. 
His ſcarlet /»ſt came evidence to ſwear, 
That my poor #ea*ty had purloin'd his eyes; 
And when the Judge is rob'd, the priſencr dycs. 


O teach me how to make mine own excs/e, 

Or (at the leaſt) this refuge let me finde. 
Though my groſſe h/ d be ſtain d with this abuſe; 
Immaculate, and ſpotleſſe is my minde, 

That was not ſorc d, that never was inc lin d 

To acceſſary yei/dings, but ſtill pure 
Doth in her poiſn d cloſer yet indure. 
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Loe here the hopeleſſe Merchant of his loſſe, 
With bead inclin'd, and voice dam d up with Wor, 
Wich ſad ſet eyes, and wretched armes acroſſe, 
From /ips new waxen pale, begins to blow 
The grief away, that ſtops his anſwer ſo. 

But wretched as he is, he ſtrives in vain, 

What he breaths out, his breath drinks up again. 


As through an Arch, the violent roaring Tide, 
Out runs the eye that doth behold his haſte: 
Yet in the Ede boundeth in his pride, 
Back to the frait that forc'd him on ſo faſt: 
In rage ſent out, recal'd in rage being paſt ; 
Even ſo his ſigbi, his ſorrowes make a ſaw, 
To puſh grief on, and back the ſame grief draw. 


Which ſpeechleſſe wee of his, poor ſhe attendeth, 
And his untimely frexzie thus awaketh, 
Deare Lord,thy ſorrow to my ſorrow lendeth 
Another power,no flexd by raining ſlaketh, 
My woe too ſenſible thy paſſion maketh, 

More feeling painfull, let it then ſuffice, 

To drown one woe, one paire of weeping eyes. 


And for my ſake when I might charme thee ſo, 
For ſhe that was thy Lacrece, now attend me, 
Be ſuddenly revenged on my for, 
T hine, mine, his owne, ſuppoſe thou doſt defend me, 
For what is paſt, the 4e/pe that thou ſhalt lend me 
Comes all too late; yet let the Trayter die: 
For ſparing /»ſftice feeds iniquity. 
Upon 
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x $22$$3H$2:5Z$SHSISSHS 
Open the relation of Lutrece ber rape Collatine and 


the reſt ſwear to revenge; but this ſeems 
net ſull ſat if ald os to her toſſes. 


Ut ere I name him, you fair Lords, quoth ſhe, 
(Speaking to thoſe that came to Collatine) 
Shall plight your honourable faths to me, | 
With ſwift purſuit o *vengeqchis Wrong of mine, 
For tis a meritorious fair deſign, 
To chaſe inj»ftice with revengeſull as, 


Knights by their oathe; ſhould right poor Ladies 
guts Dy © 


At this requeſt, with noble diſpoſition, 
| Each preſent Lord began to promile aid, 
As bound in K nightheed to her impoſition, 
Longing to hear the hatefull /oe bewraid. 
But ſhe that yet her ſad tac hath not ſaid, 
The Preteſta'ion tops. O ſpeak ! quoth ſbe, 
How may this forced fain be wip'd from me? 


What is the quality of mine offence, 
Being conltrain'd with dreadtull circamſtances 
May my pure minde with the foul ad diſpence, 
My low-declined honowy to advance? 

May any terms acquit me from this chance? 
The poyſoned fountain clears it ſelf again, 
And why not 1 from this compelled f ain ? 
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She kileth her ſelf to exaſberate them the more to 
puniſh the delinquent. 


Ith this they all at once began to ſay, 
WV. bodies tain, the wind untainted clears, 


While with a joyleſſe /mi/e ſhe turns away 
The face, that map with deep impreſſion bears 
Off hard wwufertune carv'd in with tears. 
No, no, quoth ſhe, no Dame hereafter living, 
By my exc#ſe ſhall claim excuſes giving. 


Here with a ſigh, as if her heart would break, 
She throws forth Tarquins name, he, he, ſhe ſaies: 
But more than he, her poor tongue could not ſpeak, 
Till after many accents and delaies, 
Untimely breathings, ſick and ſhort aſſaies, 

She utcers this, he, he, fair Lora, tis he 

That guides this hand to give this wound to me. 


Even here ſheath'd in her harmleſs hreaft 
A harmfull &»ife, that thence her /ox/ unſheathed, 
That b did bayl it from the deep unreſt 
Of that polluted pri/on where it breathed, 
Her contrite 455 unto the clouds bequeathed 
Her winged ſpright, and through her n- d doth 
Liſes laſting date from cancell'd deſtinie, ( flie 
Stone- 
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Stone-ſtill, aſtoniſht with this deadly deed, 

Stood Colatine and all his Lordly crue. 

Till Lacrece father that bebolds her bleed, 

Himſelf on here ſelf ſlaughtered body threw, 

And from the purple fountain Brutus drew 
The murderous &»sfe, and as it left the place, 
Her blood in poor revenge, be'd it in chaſe. 


And bubbling from her 6-ef, ir doth divide 

In two flow rivers, that the crimſon blood 

Circles her body in on every ſide, 

Who like a late ſackt 1ſland vaſtly ſtood 

Bare and unpeopled in this fearfull fleed : 
Some of her H ſtill pure and red remain'd, 
And ſome lookt black & that falſe Tarquis ſtain'd. 


About the mourring and congealed face 
Of that black load, a watry rigal goes, 
Which ſeems to weep upon the tainted place; 
And ever ſince a pitying Lacrece woes, 
Corrupted blood ſome watry tełen ſhowes, 
4 And bad unt inted ſtill doth red abide, 
Bluſhing at that which is ſo putrifide. 


Daughter, dear dinghter, old Lucretia cries, 
That life was mine which thou haſt here depri vd, 
If in the chi/de the fathers image lies, . 
Where ſhall [ live now Lucrece is unliv'd ? 
Thou wait not to this end from me deriv'd. 
| If children præd:ceaſe Progenitowrs, 
We are their F ring, and they none of cars. 
. F 3 Tork 
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Poor broken glaſſe, I often did behold 


In thy ſweet ſemblance, my old age new borne, 
But now that faire freſh irrer dim and old, 
Shewes me a bare-bon'd death, by time out · wor ne, 
O from my cheeks my image thou haſt torne, 
And ſhiver'd all the beauty from my glaſſe, 
That I no more can ſee what once J ws. 


; Orimeceaſe thou thy conſe, and haſt no longer, 


If thou ſurceaſe to be, that ſhould ſurvive : 

Shall rotten death make conqueſt of the ſtronger, 

And leave the foultring feeble ſoules alive? 

The old Bees dye, the young poſſeſſe their hive, 
Then live ſyeet Lacrece, live againe and ſee 
Thy father dye, and not thy father thee. 


By this ſtarts Collatine as from a dream, 
And bids Lucretia give his ſorrow place, 
And then in Key cold Lucrece bleeding ſtream, 
He falls, and bathes the pale feare in his face, 
And counterfeits to dye with her a ſpace. 
Till manly ame bids him poſſeſſe his breath, 
And live to be revenged on her death. 


The deep vexation of his inward ſowle, 

Hath ſerv'd a dumb arreſt upon his tongue, 

Who made that ſorrow ſhould his uſe controle, 

Or keep hun from heart-eaſing werds ſo long, 

Begins to talk, but through his /ips do throng (aid 
Weak wordt, ſo thick come in lis poot hearts, 
That no mas could diſtinguiſh what he ſaid. 


Yet 
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Yet ſometime T arqui» was pronounced plaine, 

But through his teeth as if his name he tore, 

This windy tempeſt cill it blew up raine, 

Held back his ſorrcwes tide to make it more, 

At laſt it raines. and buſie wind: give ore: 
Then ſoxne and father weep with equall ſtrife, 
Who ſhould weep moſt for dawg hter or for wife. 


The one doth call her h, the other hu, 
Yet neither may poſſeſſe the claime they lay, 
The father layes, ſh:'s mine; O mine ſhe is, 
Replyes her hxuband, doe not take away 
My /orrowes intereſt, let no mowrner lay 
He weepes for her, for ſhe was only mine, 
And onely muſt be waild by Collatine. 


O, quoth Zacretiae, I did give that life 

Which ſhe too early and too late hath ſpild. 

Woe, woe, quoth (- tine, ſne was my wife, 

] ow'd her, and 'tis mine that ſhe hath kild. 

My daughter and my wife with clamors fild 
The diſperſt aire, who holding Lacrece life, 
Anſwered their cries; my da»'hter and my wife. 


Brutus who pluckt the knife from Larrece ſide, 
Seeing ſuch emulation in their wee, 
Began to cloath his wit in fate and pride, 
Burying in Lyerece wound his follies fhow : 
He with the Romane was eſteemed ſo, 
As ſilly leering ideots are with kings, 
For ſportive words, and uttering tooliſh things. 
F 3 But 
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But now he throws that ſhallow hab t by, 

Wherein the policy did him diſguiſe, 

And arim'd his long: hid wits adviſedly 

To check the tears in Colatins eyes. 

Thou wronged Lord of Rome, quoth he, ariſe, 
Let my unſounded ſ lf ſuppos d a fool. 
Now ſet thy long - experienc d wit to ſchool. 


Why Colatine, is woe the cure for woe ? 
Do wownd: help wounds,or grief help grievomdeed:?. 
Is it revenge to give thy ſelf a blow 
For his foul act by whom thy fair wi{e blecds ? 
Such childiſh humor from weak mindes pr ceeds: 
Thy wretched viſe miſtook the matrer ſo, 
To (lay her ſelf, that ſhoul4 have lain her foe. 


Couragious Remane doe not ſteep thy heart 
In ſuch lamenting dew of /amentations, 
Bit kneel with me and help to bear thy part, 
To rouſe our Roman Gods with invacations, 
That they will ſuffer theſe abominacions, 
(Since Rome her ſelf in them doth ſtand diſgraced 
By our ſtrong arm; from forth her fair ſtreet) — 
led. 
Now by the Capitol that we adore, : 
And by this chaſt blo d ſo unjuſtly ſtain'd, 
By heavens fair ſux that breeds the fat carths ſtore, 
By all our coantrey rites in Rome maintain d, 
And by chaſt Zacrece's ſoul that late complain'd 
Her wrongs to us, and by this b/cody knife, 
We will revenge the death of this true wiſe. 
| I his 
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This ſaid, he ſtrook his hexd upon bis breaft, 

And kiſt the fatall k to end his vow ; 

And to his proteſtation urg'd the reft, 

Who wondring at him did his word: allow: 

Then joyntly to the ground their knees they bow, 
And that deep vow which Brat made before, 
He dotlf again repeat, and that they ſwore. 


When they had ſworn to his adviſed doom, 
They did conclude to bear dead Lacrece thence, 
To her the bleeding body throughout Rome, 
And ſo to publiſh Tarquiz: foul effence; 
Which being done, with ſpeedy diligence, 

The Roman: plauſibly did give conſent, 

To T arquin: everlaſting baniſoment. 


FINIS. 
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To the Reader. 
Kinde Reader, 
Am confident when thou doeſt 
ſeriouſly conſider the unworthi- 
neſſe of the Action , thou wilt not 
approve of the Actor ; for, after he 
had received thyiſe many cipilities 
which the houſe of chaſt Lucretia 
could afford, he with an unheard- of 
violence, requited her with a moſt 
barbarous rape, which cauſed not 
only by. bamiſhment, but likewiſe 
cofl the lives of many of the No- 
bility ; nay, and the Keg himſelf 
in defence of his ſon, the Rav:ſher, 


" bf 


Tothe Reader. 
boft hy life; and that which was 
more than all, was the loſſe of Lu- 
| cretias life: for the ſenſe of the- 
| facl, made her ſtab her ſelf. ſo died 

oor Lucretia, blameable in no- 
thing but that ſhe was the Author. of 
her own death: So Reader, as thou 
haſt before read Tarquin's of- 
fence, thou mayſt now 1ead bu pu- 
niſhnent, And ſo farewell. 
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BANISHED: 
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Qvicquid boni cum diſcretione feceru, virtue 
eſt; quicquid ſine diſcretione geſſeru, vitiam 
eſt : virtus enim indiſcrets pro vnis depwa- 
tur. 


LONDON. 
Printed dy 7. C. for 7obn Stafford at Fleet · bridge, 
and will: ilberiſen in Oiltſpur · ſtreet. 
. 


SSCUCSL SECCEESSSSD 
TARQUIXN Baniſhed : 


OR, 


The reward of Luft. 


Is ſeldome known that good effects attend 
Upon bad cauſes ; Tarquin, to befriend 
His own deſires, contaminates his will, 
And blaſts that vertue, which before did fill 
The ears of Rowe, and made it to proclame 
The future hopes of his encreaſing name. 


May we not judge him wiſe that loves to ſpend 
Ere he begins, ſome thoughts upon the en 

Of his deſigne, had Pha ton done the ſame 

He had not turn'd the world into a flame. 


The acts of C-tiline, were noble deeds 

Compar'd to this, this horrid act exceeds 

Horror it ſelf ; Oh what obdurate breaſt 

Can read this ſtory, and not be oppreſt, E. * 
If ever miſchief practis d to excell 

It was in this, this Mafter-piece of Hell. 
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2 Tarquin beziſted: 


Had chaſt Lacretia follow d the advice 
Of luſtfull Tarquia, what a laviſh price 
Had ſhe layd out for ſin, and yet the ſhame 
Had been far greater, and her death the ſame 
If not much worſe, for had ſhe not reveal'd it, 
T'had jprov'd her death to think ſhe had con- 
(cea!' it. 


Ah poor Lucretia! what a fatall gueſt 
Didſt chou receive, how was thy roof unbleſt 
And thou miſtook, how ſadly did it prove 
Thy table fed'a Serpent, not a Dove: 
It was thy face, Lucretia, that was ſpread 
With laviſh beauty, and there Tarquin fed. 


Tas not to take repoſe, he made ſuch ſpeed, 
Nor was t the arrant of his minde to feed 


Upon ſuch Cates, his eye had choſe a diſh 


Which pleas'd him, and awhile he fed by wiſh : 


And then by force, Lecreti«, thou didſt finde 
The raging ſtomach of his luſtfull minde. 


But ah | the ſad effect records the crime, 


| 


Unparalleld in any Age, or time; 
For meeging Lacrece had no other ſhield 
which deny'd her heart to yield: 
And this all can be deduc'd from hence 
That virtue was oppreſt by violence. 
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But at the laft, hen violence had gain d 
The upper · hand, vile Tarquiz was conſirain d 
To flie, and leave Lucretia to lament, 
Though not conceal her wofull baniſhment : 
Ladies her diſtreſſe, poor heart, her grief 
Inclin'd her more to death, chan to relief. 


She wiſht to ſee her Lord, yet knew not how 

To look upon him with a fledfaft brow ; 

But when ſhe thought on his abuſed bed, 

Ah then | ah then ! her much dejected head: 
Outfiream'd a fountain, nothing could prevent 
The nimble current of her diſcontent. 


At laſt he comes, and w:th a fearfull baſt 

In his expatiated arms imbrac'd - 

His Lacrece, who being tutor'd by here fears, 

Spoke all in ſighs, and anſwer'd him in rears : 
Whilſt gazing Colatine with raging ſpeed, 
Stampe out theſe words, I will revenge the deed. 


So out he runs, but hark, a groan recalls 

His haſty feet, for bis Lacreti's fall, 

Wounded by her own hand, whilſt he in vain, 

Liſts up her corps, and layes it down again: 
At laſt poor ſoul, ſhe mov d her dying head 
And cry'd revenge, for thy Lacretia's dead, 


Ah! 


* 


4 Tarquin baxi/ted : 


Ab! who can grieve with Collatise, whoſe grief 
Admits no equall, but tranſcends belief, 
He now is fled, and ranſacks all about, 
Coatrives and plots to finde young T arquix out; 
At laſt arriving where the Army ſtay'd, 
The colours of his grief he thus diſplay d. 


Dear friends, the liberality of my ſpeech 
Is humbly free, and fluent to beſeech 
Your joynt aſliſtance, to revenge a wrong 
Whoſe intricacy neither pen, nor tongue 
Is able co expreſſe: Alas ! and I 
Can only ſhaddow forth my miſery. 


My dear Lucretia, In whoſe breſt did lie 

My life, is fled unto eternity ; 

She's dead my Lords, and ah ! if that were all 

In time | might endevyour to recall 
My grief, ſhe is (my Lords) | ſpeak what's true, 
Raviſh d by death, nay, and by Tarquis too. 


And if a worſer fate than this can be, 
He ſwear there is no grief, no miſery ; 
But to be ſhort dear Benda cannot now 
Diſpoſe of ſo much time, is to utter how: 
But the laſt ſound of my Lucretia breath 
Was this, Revenge my rape, condole my death. 


* 


The 
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The frightned aire had hardly cool'd his words, 

Before the Nobles with their ſoon-drawn ſwords 

Vow'd a compleat revenge, and to eſſect 

Their vow d deſigns, they ſuffer'd no neglect 
To harbour in their breaſts, but with a ſpeed 
Wing d with aſſection they perform'd the deed, 


If I ſhould laviſh time, and here relate 

Their ſev'rall batrels, and their ſev'rall fate, 

] might-perplex my Reader with a ſtory 

Of this mans ruine, and of that mans glory: 
But at my period. I ſhould only ſay, 
T arquin; bad cauſe, not valour loſt the day. 


But let me ſay that in this fatall cloud 

Of ruine, Tarquins father that did croud 

Into the arms of danger to maintain 

His ſons vile cauſe, de ſetvedly was ſlain: 
And when young Tarquis heard his fathers fall, 
He grew more deſperate, loſt himſelf and all. 


Thos captive to his foes, his ſullen breaſt 

Swell'd more with malice, than it ſeem'd oppreſt ; 

For like a baſe Uſurper, having thruſt 

Himſelf in power, his actions muſt be juſt : 
Nay,though the ſword decline him, yet would he 
Make all Authentick by obduracie. 
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6 Tarquin baxiſted : 
A brazen conſcience findes a brazen face, 
| Tarquin, becauſe he knew his foul diſgrace 
Could not receive addition, grew ſo bold, 
So peremptory, that what others told 
To him in grief, he in diſdain, reply'd, 
Lacretia's rape, is T arquins onely pride, 


Since ſhe is dead, the thing that grieves me moſt 
Is this, to think my ſpirits cannot boaſt 
Of more enjoyments; but Ile ceaſe to crave, 
For I am well content with what | have; 

And if I die, I charge thee grief, forbear, 

I ama Roman, and I ſcorn to fear. 


Oh how Ile vex my foes ! for when as I 

Am brought to death, they fhall not know I die; 

Ile teal into a ſlumber, none ſhall ſay 

They ſaw me die, although perhaps they may 
Report they ſaw me dead; and Rome ſhall crie, 
T arquin bath taught us how to ſcorn, and die. 


Well then, where's their revenge? for I am ſure 
A Romas ſpirit never can endure 
To triumph ore a corps ; when ſmiling death 
Shall put a period to my yielding breath; 

What then? Alas l they only can concur 

In this one ſenſe, he dy'd a Raviſſer. 


Thus, 
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Thus, thus inſentiate T arquis ſeems to ſhow 
More raging courage, than repentant woe; 
His inconſiderate thoughts think all things good, 


: 
: 


And ſlightly wade through poor Lucretia s blood: | 


Go forward Reader, and thou'lr quickly finde 
An alter'd Tarquis, and a changed minde. 


The Conſuls after ſerious debate 
Concerning T arquis, did agree, bis fate 
Should not be ſpeedy death, but ſhould be ſent 
Into a ſad and laſting baniſhment, 
That ſo his more deliberate thoughts might finde 
A way to call his villany to minde. 


This news arriving unto T 4r9wins ears, 

He ſoon begins to argue with his fears : 

Muſt I be ſeat, c e, into a place 

Of no ſociety, and there imbrace 
Perpetual woe > Ohl how could Hell contrive 
So great a plague to keep me ſtill alive? 


What ſhall I doe in this extreme abyſſe 
Of woe and torments? Death had been a bliſſe 
Beyond expreffion; Ah ! muſt wretched I 
Be ſo accurſt t'offend, and yet not die? 
Oh moſt prodigious fate ! vile 7xiovs wheel 
Had been a paradiſe to what I feel, 


G 3 


Me- 


Tarquin banifed : 


ethinks I feel a ſudden fire that burns 

y very ſoul, my former comfort turns 

o preſent woe; methinks I grow, and ſwell 

e larger Continent, ſure Hell 5 
Hath chang'd his manſion, and intends to make 
| My troubled Texement his fiery lake. 


Cince ſo it is, Ile labour to prevent 

Their ſwelling laughter with a forc'd content. 

Ile hide my ſorrows from their gazing eyes, 

Ile ſeem to ſlight their malice, and di ſpiſe 
Their ſcorntul mocks, but yet my heart will tell 
My heart, that all within me, is not well, 


But ſtay, ſhall I forget my ſelf, was I not born 
A noble Roman, and ſhall I not ſcorn 
Their impoſicions ; ſhall I now relent 
And prove a willing ſlave to diſcontent ? 
Fie T &rgvin, fie, but hark, I hear the ſumme 
Of my defiruRjon, now my foes are come. 


Courage my heart, be bold, and let them finde, 
Thou haſt an Army in thy ſtrength'ned minde, 
And if a preſſing ſigh ſhould chance to fly 
Out of the priſon of thy minde, deny 
It to be thine, ſo ſhall thy prying eyes 
Set thou diſown'ſt their laviſh tyrannies. 


Even 


| 
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Even is the boyſterous Ocean, if deny'd : 
A prefent'paſſage for her ſwelling tyde 
Swells and looks big, and with inſulting waves 


* 
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Aſſaults th immoving ſhore which ſtoutly ſta ve 


Its ſury off; but if it proudly ſwell 
Above the banks, tis time to bid farewell. 


Even ſo our Tarquins paſsion, for a time 
Found oppo'ition, but at laſt did clime 
Above his ſtrength, and when it was too late, 
He ſoon deplor'd his miſerable ſtate, 

And being caſt into a remote place, 

He thus bewails his lamentable caſe. 


Ahl what a ſad Companion is a heart, 

Burthen'd with guile; Alas ! I can impart 

Na comfort to my ſelf, all things declare 

My ruine, that's attended with deſpair : 
Methinks I have a ſtill continued flood 
Before my eyes, of chaſt Lucretia s blood. 


Nor is my eye diſturbed, but my ear 

Is grown of late accuſtomed to hear 
Strange dialects, methinks Lecretia cryes, 
Revenge, revenge my wofull injuries : 

And thus my eyes, my ears ſadly portend 
A preſcnt woe, a miſerable end. 


— 


o Tarquin baniſted: 


ſhus in a ſad diſcourſe vile Tarquis goes 
le knows not where, being uſhcr'd by his woes ; 
— arriving at a ſhadie grove, 
ſe by a wanton ſtream he ſadly ſtrove 
To mitigate his ſorrow, but his fire 
Encreas d above the reach of his deſire. 


am enflam'd, he cryes, could I deviſe 

way to quench my ſorrows with my eyes; 

ly eye enflam'd my hearc, my heart combin'd 
Vith my affeRions to corrupt my minde ; 
Thus minde, thus heart, obey d a luſtful call; 
Thus luſt procur d my hate, and hate my fall. 


h ! how theſe ſilent fiſhes ſeem to ſport, 

nd revel in their cool aquarian Court 

h ! how they bathe themſelves in their own flood, 
'hilſt I am parboyl'd in a ſea of blood! 

Lacretia, ah Lucretia] thou didſt finde 

A raped body, I a raped minde. 


laſt the Sylvane Choriſters begun 
eir warbling notes to the departing Sun, 
hich Tarquin hearing with a deep-fetch'd groan 
'd, How more than happy's every one 
Of theſe care-wanting creatures ! they are free 
From the rude hand of griping tyrannie. 


And 


Or, the reward of Laſt. 


And now deploring Philomel begins 

Her ſad, and melancholy notes, and ſpins 

Her tedious notes unto the ſmalleſt thred 

As if ſhe meant to ſtrike poor Tarquis dead 
For he no ſooner heard ber, but he cries, 
Sweet Philomel forbear thy tyrannies. 


Tell me thou woful wretch, doe not deny 

Who was moſt villain “ Terexs, or I; 

Was it not he did perpetrate thy rape, 

And made thee wiſh thy ſelf into this ſhape ? 
Since which ſad time having baniſh all delight, 
Thy ſham'd-fac'd ſorrows ſhroud themſelves it 

night 

* The Potts ſain, ibu Philomel was « Lady of an (might 

rable beauty, en being reviſhed by one Tert us, ſſe imer 

ned the Gods that ſhe might be turned into a Bird ; fonee which 

ume [he ſadly depiored ber misfortune, ani is wulga"'ly called 
o Nightingale 

Let me conjure thee Philomel to ceaſe 

Thy high ſtrain d notes, for they doe much encreak 

My raging grief, and now, ah now ! | finde 

Horrour in ſweetneſle, why art thou unkinde, 

And wilt not ceaſe > thou ſhalt not ring my knell, 
For lle be gon, ſo Philomel, farewell. 

Away goes T arquin, Philomel purſues ; 

The more he flyes, ſhe more and more renewes 

Her ecchoing notes, he ſwears, ſhe chants and rears 

Her ſliriller accents to his tortur'd ears, 

Enrag'd he cryes, the Gods did doe thee wrong 

To take thy womans ſhape,yet leave ber tongue. 


* 


* 


2 Tarquin Baxifbed: &c. 


ill not entreaties move thee ? wilt thou till 
| arrowes to my ſou), and be thus ſhrill? 
Peace witch thou tempt ſt my patience, every note 
Derived from the Mavick of thy throat 
Strikes me to death, but ab, I will not hear; 
. if thou find' ſt a tongue, Ile want au car, 


With that he ſtops his ears, but all in vaine, 

His fancy turnes all Philomels, and ſtraine 

Far higher notes, ſo he, at length ler fly 

The portalls of his eares, and by and by 
More then a flock of Nightingalls, being met, 
They thus contriv'd to pay Lacretia's Eb. 


Firft, they encampe about his eares, and ſend 
A party out of notes, which recommend 
Themſelves unto him, whil'ſt affrightn d he 
Decayes, and reels into an extaſie. 
Then they aſſault him with full bodied notes 
Diſcharged from the Engins of their throats. 


But Tarquin. not encourag'd to abide 

$o hot a Charge, falls down, and falling dy'd. 

Which they perceivirg preſently ariſe 

And flockt about him, and pickt out his eyes; 

From which ſad ſtory we may well infer, 
That Philomel abhors a Raviſher, 


FINIS, 


